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| An Epiſtolary Eſſay from M. G. to O. B, upon 
| their Mutual Poems. 


Dear Friend , 
| Hear this Town does ſo abound . | 
' || With fawcy Cenſurcrs, that faults are found 
| A Which what of late we (in Poerique rage) 
| Beſtowing,, threw away on the dull Age; 
| But (howſoe're Ezvy, their ſpleens may raiſe , 
To Rob my Brow: of the deſerved Bays ) : 
Their thanks at leaſt I merit, ſince through me ; 
They are partakers of your Poetry : 
! And this is all le ſay in my defence, 
| T* obtain one Line of your well-worded ſenſe , 
| I'd be content t” have writ the Britriſh Prince. 
| Pm none of thoſe who think themſelves inſpir'd ; 
Nor write.with the vain hope to be admir'd 
' Bur from a Awe I have(upon long tryal) 
! T* avoid with care all ſort of ſelf denyal. 
Which way ſo'ere deſire , and fancy lead , 
(Contemning Fame) that Path I boldly tread; 
| And ifexpoling what I take for wit , 
' To mydear ſelf a pleafurel beget, 
| No matter tho the cens'ring Cr1ticks fret, . _ 
/ Theſe whom my uſe diſpleaſes, areat ſtrite , 
With equal ſpleen againſt my courſe of life, 
| Theleaſt delight of which , Il not forgo , 
For all the flatt'ring praiſe , Mer can beſtow. + 
: 'A 2 | 


| (4) 

If 1 deſign'd to pleaſe , the way were then ; 
To mend my Manners , rather than my Pez - 
The firſt's unnatural , therefore unit ; 

And for the ſecond, I deſpair of it , 

Since Grace is not ſo hard to get as Wit. 
Perhaps ill Verſes, ought to bc confin'd 

in meer good breeding like unſav'ry Wind : 
Were reading forc'd, I ſhou'd be apt to think ; 
Men might no more write ſturvily than ſtink : 
But 'tis your choice, whether you'll read , or no, | 
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If likewHe of your ſmelling it were ſo. | bh 
I'd Fart juſt as I write for my own eaſe , Þ- 
Nor ſhou'd you he concern'd unleſs you pleaſe, lr, 
FI own, that you write better than I do , D 


But I have as much need to write as you. y 
What tho the Excrements of my dull Brain , Ix; 
Flows 1n a harſh inſipid ſtrain ; lr 
Whilſt your rich head , eaſes it ſelf of Wit. | L 
Muiſt.none but Cyvit Cars have leave to.ſhit ? 'Þ 
In all I write, ſhou'd Senſe, and Wit, and Rhyme, | A 
 Failme at once, yet ſomething ſo ſublime , it 
Shall ſtamp my. Poem , that the World may fee, t< 
| It cow'd have been produc'd by none but me ; | 
And that's my end, for 4ar can wiſh no more, | 
Than fo to wtite, as none ere writ before. 
Yet why am I no Poet of the times ? | 
I have Alluſions , Similies , and Rhymes , | 
And Wy: , orelſe tis hard that I alone , | 
Of the whole Race of Mankind ſhou'd have none. | 
Unequally the partial hand of Heav'r , | 
Has all but this one only: bleſling giv'n. | 
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| To let it have its beaſtly will on me ? 


(5) 

' The Worldappears like a great Family, 

| Whoſe Lord oppreſt with Pride and Poverty. 

{ (That toafew great bounty he may ſhow ) 

! Is faintoſtarve the numTons Train below. 
+ Juſt ſo ſeems Providence, as poor, and vain, 
' Keeping more Creatures than it can maintain. 
' Here'tis profuſe , and there it mainly ſaves, 


- And for one Prince, it makes ten thouſand 


Slaves. 
{In Wit, alone't has been Magnificent , 
Of which ſo juſt a ſhare to each is ſent , 
| That the moſt Avaricious are content. 

For none e're thought (the due diviſions fuch } 
His own t90 little , or his Friends too much. 
| Yet moſt er ſhew, or find great want of Wit 
Writing themſelves , or judging what 1s wrtt. 
| But I , who am of ſprightly vigour full, 
[Look on Mankind , as envionsand'dull, 
[Born to my ſelf, my ſelfT like alone, 
| And muſt conclude my judgment good, or none. 
| For cou'd my ſenſe be naught,how fhou'd I know, 
; Whether another ans were good or no ? 
| Thus I reſolve of my own Poetry , 

That 'tis the beſt, and there's a Fame for-me. - 
| If then I'm happy , what does it advance, '' + 
| Whither to merit due , or Arrogance? 
| Oh! butthe World will take offence hereby , 
| Why then the World ſhall ſuffer for't, not 1. 

Did ere the ſawcy World, and1I agree 
Why ſhou'd my proſtituted ſenſe be drawn, 
Toev'ry Rule their muſty Cuſtomes ſpawn Tp 
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(6s) 
But Mer, will cenſure you, *tis two to one, , 
When e Te they cenfure , they'll be in the wrong, | \ 
There's not a thing on Earth, that I can name, | | 
So fooliſh , and ſo falſe, as common Fame. : 
4 
5 


It calls the Courtier Knave , the plain Mar rude ,} \ 
Haughty the grave. and the delightful lew'd. 
Impertinent the brisk , Moroſs the fad, 
Mean the familiar , the reſerv'd one mad. 

Poor helpleſs Woman » 1s not favour'd more, | | 
She's a ſly Hypocrice.,” or publick Whore. ] 
« Then who the Devil, wou'd give this---to be free 
From th? innocent reproach of infamy. 

Theſe things conlider'd , make me (in ceſpight | 
-Of idle Rumour;) keep at home and write. 
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| VV: I (whoto my coſt already am 
One of thoſe ſtrange prodigious Crea-; 


tures Mas.) - 

A Spirit free , to chooſe for my own ſhare , 
What caſe of Fleſh, and Blood, I pleas'd to wear, 
Id bea Dog , a Monkey , Or 2 Bear. | 
Or any thing but that vain Animal , 
Who is fo proud of being rational. ' 
The ſenſesare too groſs, and he'll contrive | 
Aſxth, -to contradi®t the. other Five ; 
And before certain ioſtin& , will preferr 
Reaſen, which hibey: times for one does err. 
we 4 


1e, 


! Pathleſs and dan'grous wandr 
Through errors, Fenny-Boggs,and Thorny Brakes; 


| C73) 
| Reaſon, an Ignis fatums, in the And, 
ong.| Which leaving light of Nature, ſenſe behind ; 


ways ittakes, 


ade | Whilſt the miſguided follower, climbs with pain. 
{. 1 Mountains of whimleys, heap in his own Braiz : 
' Stumbling from thought to thought, falls head-- 


long do 


| Into doubts boundleſs Sea, where like to drown. 
' Books bear him up a while, and makes him try, 

free} To ſwim with Bladders of Philoſophy ; * © 

_ . | In hopes ſtill CYoretake theſcaping light, 


ht The Y apour dances in his dazling fight, * 


j Till ſpent, it leaves him to eternal Night. _. 
/ Then Old Age, and experience, hand in hand, 
; Lead himto death, and make him underſtand, 
/ After a ſearch ſo painful, and fo long,” -- 


| Thatall his Life he has been in the wrong ; 

' Hudled indirt, the reas'ning Enginelyes, 

' Who was fo proud, ſo witty, and fo wile, 

; Pride drew himin, as Cheats, their Bubbles, catch, 


; And makes him venture, to be made a Wretch. - 

{ His wiſdom did his happineſs deſtroy, | 
Aiming to know what World he ſhou'd enjoy ; - 
And Wit, was his vain frivolous pretence, + 
Of pleaſing others, at his own expence. 
For Wits are treated juſt like common Whores, - 
Firſt they're enjoy'd, and then kickt out of Dores, 


+ The pleaſure paſt, a threatning doubt remains, 
That frights th'enjoyer, with-ſacceeding pains: 


| Women and Men of Wit, are dang'rons Tools; 
| Andever fatal toadmiring Fools, 
, 


A 4 Pleaſure 


C3) - 
Pleaſure allires, and when the Fopps eſcape, 
*Tisnot that they're belov'd, but fortunate, 
-And therefore what thy fear, at leaſt they hate. 


But now methinks ſome formal Band, and Beard, 


[Takes me to task, come on Sir, Pm prepard. 
Then, by your favour, any thing that's writ 
Lgawiſt this gibeing fingling knack call'd Wit, 
Likes me abundantly, but you take care, 

Upon this: point, © nor to be too ſevere. 

Perhaps my-Muſe, were fitter for this part, 

For I profeſs, 1 can by very {murt 

On Wit, which 1 abhor with all my beart : 

T long to laſh it in ſome ſharp Eſſay, 

But yonr grand indiſcretion bids me ſtay, 

And turns my Tide of Ink another way. 

What rage ferments in your degen'rate mind, 

To make you rail at Reaſon, and Mankind ? 
Bleſs glorious Man !- to whom alone kind Heav n, 
An everlaſting Soul has freely giv'n ; 

Whom his great Maker to ſuch care to make, 
That from himſelf: be did the {mage take ; 

And this fdir frame, in ſhinitg Reaſon areſt, 

To dignifie his Nature, above Beaſt. 

Reaſon, by-whofe aſpiring 3r:fluence, 

IWe take a flight beyond material ſenſe. 

Dive into Myſteries,” then ſoaring pierce, 

T be fiaxiing limits of the Univer ſe. -- 

Search Heav'n and Hell, - find out what's afted there, 
And ge theWorld true grounds of hope and fear. 
Hold-mighty Man, I cry, all this we know, 


. 
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| (9) 

From P-----Pilgrim, S----replys, 
And 'tis this very reaſon I deſpiſe. 
This ſupernatural gift, that makes a yrc-, 
Think he is the Image of the Infinite : 
Comparing his ſhort life, void of all reſt, 
To the Erernal, and the ever bleſt. 
This buſie, puzling, ſtirringup of doubt, 
That frames deep Myſteries, then finds *em ont ; 
Filling with Frantick Crowds of thinking Fools, 
Thoſe Reverend Bedlams, Colledges, and Schools 
Borne on whoſe Wings,cach heavy Sor can pierce, 
The limits of the boundleſs Univerſe. 

So charming Oyntments, make an Oid Wirch flie, 
And bear a Crippled Carcaſs throngh the Skie. 
*Tis this exalted pow'r, whoſe bus nels 1:es, 

In Nonſenſe, and impoſlibilities. 

This made a Whimhical-?h1loſcpher, 

Before the ſpacious World, his Tub prefer, 

And we have modern Cloyſterd Coxcombs, who 
Retire to think, cauſe they have naught to do. 
But thoughts, are giv'n for Actions government, 
Where ACtion ceaſes, thonghts impertinent : 
Our Sphere of Action, is lifes happineſs, 

And he who thinks Beyond, thinks like an Aſs. 
Thus, whilſt gainſt falſe reas ning I inveigh, 

I own right Keaſon, which I wou'd obey : 

That. Reaſon that dittinguiſhes by ſenſe, 

And gives us Rules, of good, and iil from thence : 
TT hat bounds deſires , with a reforming VV ill, 
To keep 'emmore in vigour, not to kill. | 
Your Reaſoz hinders, ming helps tenjoy, 
Renewing Apetites, yours woud deſtroy. 


i ( IO ) 

My Reaſons is my Friend, yours is a Cheat, 
Hungar cal!'s out, my Reaſon bids me eat ; 
Perverſly yours, . your Appetite does mock, 

This askr- for Food, that anſwers what's a Clock ? 
This plain diſtinftion Sir your doubt ſecures, 
*Tis not true Reaſon I deſpiſe but yours. 

This I think Reaſon righted, but for fan, 
Vle-nere recant defend him if you can. 

For all his Pride, and his Philoſophy, 

'Tis evident, Beaſts are 1n their degree, 

As wile at leaſt, and better far than he. 

Thoſe Creatures, are the wiſeſt who attain, 

By ſureſt means, the ends at which they aim. 

If therefore Fowler, finds, and Kills his Hares, 
B2tter than -----, ſupplyes Committed Chairs ; 
Though one's a Sates-man, th'other but a Hound, 
Fowler, in Juſtice, wou'd be wiſer found. 

You ſee how far Mans wiſedom here extends, 
Look next, if humane Nature makes amends ; 
' Whoſe Principles, moſt genTrous are, and juſt, 
And to whoſe Morals, you wou'd ſooner truſt. 

Be Judge your (elf, Ile bring it to the teſt, 
Which is the baſeſt Creature Mar, or Beaſt ? 
Birds feed on Birds, Bzaft on each other prey, 

But Savage 44ar alone, does Mar betray : 

Preſt by neceſlity, they Kill for Food, 

Man, undoes 24ar, todo himſelf no good. 

With Teeth, & Claws: by Nature arm'd thy hunt, 
Natures allowance, to ſupply their want. | 
But Aar,with ſmiles,embracesFriendſhips. praiſe: 
Unhumanely his Fellows life betrays ; 
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With voluntary pains , works his diltreſs , 

Not through neceſſity , but wantonneſs. 

For hunger , or for Love, they fight , or tear, 
Whilſt wretched Mar, is ſtill in Arms for fear ; 
For fear he Armes , and is of Armes afraid , 

By fear, to fear, ſucceſlively betray'd 

Bale fear,the fource whence his beſt paſſion came, 
His boaſted Honour, and his dear bought Fame. 
That luſt of PowT, to which he's ſuch a Slave , 
And for the which alone he dares be brave : | 
To which his various Projeds are deſign , 
Which makes him gen'rous, affable , and kind. 
For which he takes ſuch pains to be thought wiſe, 
And ſcrews his aCtions , in a forc'd diſguiſe: | 
Leading a tedious life in Miſery , 

Under laborious , mean Hypocr/ie. 

Look to the bottom , of his vaſt deſign, 


Wherein 4ans VViidom , Pow'r. and Glory joynz . 


The good he aQts , the ill he does endure ; 

"Tis all for fear , to make himſelf ſecure. 

Meerly for ſafety , after Fame we thirſt , 

For all Men , wou'd be Cowards if they durlt. 
And honeſty's againſt all common ſenſe , 
Men muſt be Knaves , 'tis in their own defence. 
Mankind 5 diſhoneſt , if you think it fair ; 
Amongſt known Cheats, to play upon the ſquare, 
You'le be undone ---------—-- BO 
Nor can weak truth , your reputation fave , 

The Knaves, will all agree to call you Knave.' 
VYroneg'd ſhall he live, inſulted o're , opprelt. 
VVho dares be leſs a Villain , than the reſt. 


Thus 


| [£423 | 
Thns Sir you ſee what humane Nature craves, * 


'The difFrence lyes (as far as I can ſee ) 
Not 1n the thing it ſelf, but the degree ; 
And all the ſubjeCt matter of debate, 
is only who's a Xzave, of the firſt Rate ? 
All this with indignation have I hurl'd, 
At the pretending part of the proud World, 
Who ſwolne with Telfiſh vanity, deviſe, 
Falſe freedoms, holy Cheats, and formal Lyes 
Over their fellow Slaves, to tyrannize. 
Bur if in Corr, fojuſt a Man there be, 
(In Corrt, a juſt Man, yet unknown to me.) 
- Who does his needful flattery direct , 
Not to oppreſs, and ruine, but protect ; 
Since ſtattery which may fo ever laid, 
bs ftilla Tax on that unhappy Trade. 
If fo upright a Statcs-HAan, you can find, 
Whole paſſions bend to his unbyas'd Mind ; 
Who does his Arts, and Policies apply, 
To raiſe his Country, not his Family ; 
Nor while his Pride, own'd Avarice withſtands, 
Receives Aureal Bribes, from Friends corrupted 
| hands. | | | 
Is there a Church-7Aan who on Ged relyes ? 
Whoſe Lite, his Faith, and DofQtrine Juſtifies ? + 
Not one blown up, with vain Prelatique Pride, 
Who for reprootf of Sins, does ar deride : 
Whole envious heart with his obſtrep'ous ſawcy 
| Eloquence, 
Dares chide at &72gs, andraile at Men of ſenſe. 


Who 


| 


Moſt Men are Cowards, all Men ſhou'd be Knaves: : 
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(13) 
1 Who from his Pulpit, vents more peeviſh lies , 
] More bitter railings , ſcandals , Calumnies, 
Than at a Goſlippang , are thrown about , 
When the good Wives get drunk,and then fall ont. 
None of that ſenſual Tribe, whoſe Talents lye , 
In Avarice, Pride, Sloth , and Gluttony. 
Who hunt good Livings , but abhor good Lives , 
Whoſe luſt exalted , to that height arrives , 
They act Adultery with their own Wzves.. 
Anderre a ſcore of years compleated be , 
} Can from the lofty P«lpit proudly ſee , 
! Halfa large Pariſh, their own Progeny. 
! Nordoating B---- who wou'd be ador'd , 
5 For domineering at the Councel Board ; 
A greater Fop , in buſineſs at fourſcore , - 
$ Fonder of ſerious Toyes , affefted more, 
-5 Thanthe gayglitt'ring Foo! , at twenty proves , 
With all his noiſe, his tawdrey Cloaths.and loves. 
But a meek humble Man , of modeſt tenſe , 
Who Preaching peace, does practice continence; 
Whoſe pious lite's a proof he does believe , 
Miſterious truths , which no 24an can conceive. - 
If upon Earth there dwell fuch Ged like Men , 
Vie here recant my Paradox to them. 
. Adore thoſe Shrines of Verrue , Homage pay 
And with the Kabble World, their Laws obey. 
It ſach there are, yet grant me this at leaſt, 
Man differs more from 47a»,than Mar from Beaſ?, 


$3 {| 


wel 


Aa a- A_— ow. ve. - 
ms 


L 
—.24M 2 wo ne GC waidac..'7Hr 


(14) 
A Ranble in St. JAMES'S PARK. 


MED Wine had paſt with grave diſcourſe , 
Of who Fucks who, and who does worſe z 
Such'as you uſually do hear, 

From them that dyet at the Bear ; 

When I, who ſtill take care to ſee , 
Drunkenneſs reliev'd by Leckery ; 

Went out into St. Fames's Park, 

To cool my Head , and fire my Heart : 

But though St. Fames has the honor on't , 

*Tis conlecrateto Prick and Cunt. 

There by a moſt inceſtuous Birth ; 

Strange Woods, , ſpring from the teeming Earth 
For they relate how heretofore , 

VVhen Antient Pi# , began to whore , 

Deluded of his Aſſtgnation , 

( Jilting it ſeems was then in faſhion. ) 

Poor penſive Lover , in this place , 

VVould Frigg upon his Mothers Face : 

VVkence Rowes of Mararakes tall did riſe, 
VVhoſe lewd Tops Fuck'd the very Skies. 

Each imitative Branch does twine, 

In iome lov'd fold of Arerine. 

And Nightly now beneath their ſhade, 

Are Bugg*ries , Rapes., and Inceſts made. 

Unto this All-fin-ſheltring Grove, 

Whores of the Bulk , and the Alcove. 

Great Ladies Chamver-Maids ,, Druadges ; 


1 2e Rag -t ker 5. and Hei reſſe trudges ; 
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Car-men, Dives, great Lords, and Taylors, 


Prentices, Pimps, Poets and Gaclers ; 
Foot-2Men, fine.Fops, do here arrive, 
And here promiſculoully they ſtrive. 

Along theſe hollow'd Walks it was 
That I beheld Corinna pals ; 


2 


| Who ever had been by to ſee, 


The proud diſdain ſhe caſt on me. 
Though charming Eyes, he wou'd have ſwore, 
She drapt from ZHea'vn that very hour ; 
Forſaking the Divine abode. . 
In ſcorn of ſome deſparing God. 
But mark what Creatures Women are. 
So infinitely vile, and fair. 

Three Knights, o'th Elbow, and the ſlurr, 
VVith wrigling Tails, made upto her. 

The firſt was of your YV/hieball Blades 
Near kin to th' other of the Maids. 
Grac'd by whoſe favour he was able, 
Tobring a Fr:end to th' YYajrers Table. 
Where he had heard Sir Edward S.---- 
Say how the K----loy'd Banſted Mutton. 
Since when he'd neer be: brought toear, 
By's good will any other Meat. 


| In this, as well asallthereſt, 
: Heventures to do like the beſt. 


But wanting common Sence, th ingredient, 


{ Inchooſing well, not leaſt expedient. 


Converts Abortive imitation. - 

To Univerſal affettation ; 

So he not only eats, and talks, - 

But feels, and ſmells, fits down and walks. 


Nay 


(16) 
Nay laoks, and lives, and loves by Rote, 
In an old tawdrey 'Birth-Day-Coat. 
 - The Second wasa Grays Inn Wit, 

A great Inhabiter of the Pt ; 

Where Critick-like, he ſits and ſquints, 
Steals Pocket-Handkerchiefs, and hints, 
From's /Veighbour, and the Comedy, 

To Court and pay his Zandlaay. 

The Thirda Ladies Eldeſt Son, 
VVithin few years of Twenty One ; 
Who hopes from his propitious Fate, 
Againſt he comes to his Eftate. 

By theſe Two Worthies to be made 

A moſt accompliſht tearing Blade. 

One in a ſtrain *twixt Tune and 1Vonſenſe, 

Cries, Madam, I have lov'd you long ſince, 
Permit me your fair hand to hiſs. 

VVhenat her douth her C---ſays yes. 

In ſhort, without much more ado. 
Toyfal, and pleas'd, away ſhe flew ; 

And with theſe Three confounded Aſes, 
From Park, to Hackney-C oach, ſhe palles. 
So a proud Birch does lead about, 

Of Humble Currs, the Amorous rout : 
VVho moſt obſcquiouſly do hunt, 

'The ſav'ry ſence of Salt-{wolne Curr. 
Some Pow'r more patient now relate ; 
Theſenſe of this ſurprizing Fate. 
Gods ! thata thing admir'd by me, 

Shon'd taſt ſo much of.Infamy. 

Had the pickt out to rub her Arſe on, 

Some {tf-Prick'd Clown, 97 well hung Parc 
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| (17) 
Each job of whoſe Spermatick Sluce , 
Had fill 'd her C--:t with wholſom Juice. 
I the proceeding ſhou'd have praif'd , 
[ln hope the had quenchr a Fire I raifd : 
"Such nat'ral freedoms are but juſt , 
| IThere's ſomething gen'rous in meer Luſt, 
But to turn damn'd abandon'd Fade , 
When neither Head nor Tail perſwade ; 
To be a Whore, in underſtanding , 
A Paſlive Por for Fools to S--- 1n. 
The Devil plaid booty, ſure with thee , 
To bring a blot of infamy. - 
But why was I of all Mankind , 
To ſo ſevere a fate deſign'd ? 
{ Ungrateful ! why this Treachery 
To humble fond, believing me ? 
Who gave you Priviledges above , 
The nice allowances of Love ? 
- {Did ever refuſe to bear , | 
The meaneſt part your Luſt cou'd ſpare? 
When your lew'd C--t ,, came ſpewjng home, 
Drencht with the Seed of half the Tow. | 
My Dram of Sperme , was ſupt up after , 
For the digeſtive Surfeit Water. 
Full gorded at another time , 
With a vaſt Mea! of Naſty Slime ; 
Which your devouring C--t had drawn 
From Porters Backs , and Foot-mens Brawn. 
' {I was content to ſerve youup, 
My. B-lock full , for yout Grace Cup ; 
Nor ever thought it an abuſe , 
1While you had pleaſure for excule. 

*3 B _ 


(18) 
You that cou'd make my Heart away , 
For Noiſe and Colours , and betray , 


The Secrets of my tender hours , 
To ſuch Knight Errant Paramours 


When leaning on your Faithleſs Breaft , 


Wrapt in ſecurity , and reſt. 

Soft kindneſs all my pow'rs did move , 
And reaſon lay diflolv'd in Love. 

May ſtinking YVapour choak your Womb, 
Such as the Men you doat upon ; 

May your deprav'd Appetite, 

That cov'd in whitfling Fools delight , 
Beget ſach Frenzzes in your 14nd, 
You may go mad for the North-wind, 
And fixing all your hopes upon't ; 

To have him Bluſter in your C--7. 


Turn up your longing Arſe to th' Air , 


And periſh in a wild deſpair. 
But Cowards ſhall forget to Rant , 


School-boysto Frig.g , old Whores to Paint : 


The Jeſuits Fratermty:, 
Shall leave the uſe of Buggery. 


Crab-Lowſe , inſpir'd with Grace Divine , 
From Earthy Cod ,” to Heav'n ſhall climb ; 


Phyſicians , ſhall believe in Feſus , 
And diſobedience ceaſe to pleaſe us. 
Ere I deſiſt with all myPow r , 
To plague this Woman and undo her. 
But my revenge will beſt be tim , 
When ſhe 13. {arry'd that is lymd ; 
In that mcſt lamentable State , 

I'll make her feel my ſcorn, and hate ; 


a +. - fold om a. 


| (19) 

7 Pelt her with Scandals. , Truth , or Lies , 
And her poot Curr with jealouſies. 
Till I have torn him from her Breech , 

* While ſhe whines like a Dog-drawr Bitch. 

 Loathd, and depriv'd, kickt out of Town, 
Into ſome dirty hole alone , | 

To Chew the Cad of Miſery , 

And know ſhe owes it all to me. 

And may no Woman better thrive , 

VVho dares profane the C--r 1 $ _ 
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1 A Letter fancy'd from Artemiſa ia the Town , 
to Cloe in the Conntry. ; 


A 


C\ *Loe , by your command in Verſe I write , 
Shortly you'l bid me ride aſtride and Fight ; 
{| Such Talents better with our Sex agree , 
Than lofty flights of dang'rous Poetry , 
Among the 2/4er , I mean the Mer of Wit , 
(At leaſt they paſt for ſach before they writ.) 
How many bold advent ters for the Bays , 
Proudly deſigning large returns of Praiſe. 
Who durſt that ſtqrmy Pathleſs World explore , 
Were ſoon daſht back,& wreckt on the dull ſhore, 
Broke off that little ſtock they had before. 
How wou'd a Y/Y/omans tott'ring Bargue be toſt , . 
Where ſtouteſt Ships , the Xen of YYM arelolt ? 
When I refle& on thisI ſtraight grow wiſe, 
And my own ſelf I gravely thus adviſe. 
"2 ne 


Dear 


etl 


(20) . 
Dear Artemiſa , Poerry's.a Snare ; , 

Bedlam , has many Manſions ; have a care , 

Your Maſe diverts you , makes the Reader , ſad T | 

You think your ſelf inſpir 'd, he thinks you 'madf 

'Ehns likean Arrant Woman as I am, 

No ſooner well convinc'd writin'gs a ſhame , 

That Whore, is {carce a more reproachful name 

Than Pocteſs = nnnnnnnnn———— 

Like en that Marry , of like Maids that woe 

Becauſe it is the worſt thing they can do. 

_ Pleas d with the contradiCtion, and the Sin , 

Me thinks I ſtand on Thornes till 1 begin. 

You expect to hear at leaſt , what love has paſt 

In this lewd Town, ſince you ; and I ſaw laſt 

- What change has happen' d of Intrigues , and whe 1 

ther , bs 

The old ones laſt , and who, Te who s together: 

But how (my deareſt Cloe) ſhou'dI ſet L 

My Per to write, what I wou'd fain forget ? IF 

Or name the loſt thing Love, without a Tear , b 

Since ſo debauch'd by ill-bred Cuſtomes here ? 

Lqve , the moſt generous paſſion of the Mind , b 

The fofteſt refuge innocence can find , I þ 

The ſafe direCter of nnguided Towth , % 
( 
\ 
/ 
q 
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Fraught with kind withes and ſecur'd by Truth ;} 

'T hat Cordial drop, Heav 2 1n our Cap has thrown, 

To make the naus'ous draught of life go down ; 

On which one only bleſſing, God, might raiſe, 

In Lands of Atheiſts, Subſidies of praiſe ; : 

For none did , e're mo dull, and ſtupid prove , 
Bur felt a God, and bleſt his pow'r 1n love-: 


This 


| (21) 
This only joy, for which poor we-were made, 
s grown like play, to be an Arrant Trae ; 
faqhT he Rooks creepin, and it has got of late, 
nadAs many little Cheats, and tricks as that : 
But what yet more a YYomans heart wou'd'vex, 
is chiefly carry'd on by our own Sex. 
2mePh ſilly Sex ! though born like Monarchs free, 
urn Gipſies, for a meaner liberty, 
\nd hate reſtraint, though butfrom infamy. 
hey call what ever is not common; nice, 
\nd deaf to Natures Rule, or Loves advice, 
orſake the pleaſure, to purſue the ice. 
zaſf{To an exadt perfeCtion they have brought, 
he aftion Love, the paſſion is forgot ; 
he Tis below YY3, they fay, if we admire, 
\ndev'n with approving, they defire : 
er I heir private wiſh, obeys the publique voice; 
Twixt good, and bad,whimſey decides,notchoice; 
Faſhion's grown up to taſte, at formes they ſtrike, 
[They —_ —_—_ they wou'd have, not what they 
ike. 
Bovy's, a Beauty, if ſome few agree 
Tocall him fo, the reftto that degree, - Sir. 
 FAﬀected are, that with their Eares they ſee. _R. 
h;| Whqgrel was viſiting the other Night, B. 
-n.4 Comes a fine Lady, with her humble Kight ; 
Who had prevail'dwith her,through her ownskall, 
At his requeſt, though much againſt his will 
To come to London---------- _ 
As the Coach ſtopt,I heard her voice more loud, 
Then a great Beliied Womans, in a Crowd; 


Telling 


oe 


(22) 
Telling the X»ight, that her aMairs require, 
He for ſome hours, obſequioul]y retire. 

I think ſhe was aſham'd he ſhou'd be ſeen, 
Hard fate of Husband, the Gallant hadibeen, 
Thought a diſeas'd, ill favour'd.Foo!, brought in 
Diſpatch ſays ſhe, the bus'neſs you pretend, 
Your Beaſtly viſit, to your drunken Friends ; 

A Bottle, ever makes you look fo fine ; 
Methinks I long to ſmell you ſtink of W;re : 
Your Country drinking Breath's enough to Kill ; 
Sowre Ale, correfted with a Lemmon Fil. 
Prithee farewell, we'le. ineet again anon, 

'The neceſlary thing, bows, and is gone. 

She flies up ſtairs, and haſt does ſhow, 

That filly: Antick Poſtares will allow. 

And then burſt out---And Madam am not I, 

The ſtrangeſt alter d Creature \ let me dye, 
T1 find'my ſelf rediculoufly grown,  - © 
Embarraſt, with my being: out of Town. 

Rude, © and untaught, like any Indian Queen, 

My Country nakedneſs, # ſtrangely ſeen. 

How # Love govern'd, Love that rules the ſtate 
| And pray who are the Men'moſt worn of late ? 

When 1 was marry'd, 'Fools,, were All-a-mode, 
Then Men of Wit, were then held incommode,, 

Slow of. belief,” and ſickle in deſire, © & 
Who e'rethey le be perſwaded, mnſt enquire, 

As if they came to ſpye,, not'to admire. - + 

With ſearching wiſdom, fatal to their caſe, 

They find out why, what may, :and ſbou d not pleaſe. 
Nay take themſelves for injur d, when we dare, 
Makg em think better of us than we ate : 
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(23) 
ind if we hide our frailties from their ſights, 
all us deceitful Jilts, and Hypocrites ; 
T by little gueſs (who at our Arts are grivd)-. 
T he perfett joy of being well deceiv'd : 
Inquiſitive, as jealous Cuckolds grow. 
Rather than not be knowing, they will know, - 


Vhat being known, creates their certain woe. 
Vomen, ſhou'd theſe of all Mankind avoid, 


VVho doating on himſelf--=---- | 
Thinks ev'ry one that ſees him of his Mind. 
Theſe are true Womens Men here forc'd to ceaſe, 
Through want of breath , ' not wall to hold her 
Peace 3, | 

She to the Window runs, where ſhe had ſpi'd, - 
Her much eſteem'd dear Friend, the Monkey ey'd. 
With Forty ſmiles, as many Antick bows, 
As if t had been the Lady of the Houſe, 
The dirty chatt'ring Monfter,ſhe embrac'd ; 
And made it this fing tender Speech at laſt. 

TT OP 0 © ee B 4 » Kiſs 


(24) 


Kiſs me ! thou curious Miniature of Man. 

How odd thou art ! how pretty! how japan ! 
Oh I cou'd live and dye with thee ! then os 

- For half on hour in Complements ſhe ran. 

I took this time to think what Nature meant, 
When this mixt thing into the World ſhe ſent, 
So very wiſe, yet ſo impertinent, 


One that knows ev'ry thing; that God thought fit, 
Shou'd be an A/s,through choich,not want of wit. 


Whoſe Foppery, without the help of ſenſe, 
Cou'd ne're have riſe*to ſuch an excellence. 
Nature's as lame in making a true Fop, 

Asa Philoſopher ; the very top. 

And dignity of folly, we attain, 

By ſtudious ſearch, and labour of the Brain ; 
By obſervation, Councel, and. deep thought, 
Goa, never made a Coxcomb worth a groat z 
Weowe that Name to InduCtry, and Arts, 
An eminent Fool, muſt be a Man of parts : 

\ Andſucha one was ſhe,who had turnd ore, 
As many Books as en, lov'd much, read more ; 
Had diſcerning Wir, to her was known, 
Evry ones fault, or merit, but her own : 

All the good Qualiries, that ever bleſt 

| AWoman, ſodiſtinguiſt'd from thereſt, 
Except diſcretion only, ſhe polſleſt. - 

Butnow oncher, dear Pug, ſays ſhe adien, 
And the diſcourſe broke off, does thus renew. 
You ſmile to ſee me, whom the World perchance 

Miſt akes to have ſome mit, ſo far advance. 
. The intereſt of Fools, that I approve, 
4 heir merit more, than Mens of wit, and love. 


But 
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(25) 
But in our Sex, too may proofs there are, 
Of ſuch whom Wits undone, and Fools repair : 
Thi in my time, was ſo obſerv/d a Rule, 
Hardly a Wench, in Town, but had her Fool ; 
| The meaneſt common Slut,, who long was grown, 
| The jeaſt, and ſcorn of ev'ry Pit Buffoone ; 
Had yet left charms enough, to have ſubdwd, 
fit, } Some Fop, or other, fond to bethought lewd. 
IT. } F------, cou d make an Iriſh Lord, 4 Nokes ; 
And B=--: ----M--------+, bad ber City Cokes 
A Womans ne're ſo ruin'd, but ſhe can, 
Be ſtill reveng'd, on her undoer Man. 
How loſt foere, ſhe'le find ſome Lover, more, 
A more abandon'd Fool, than ſhe a Whores 
That wretched thing Corinna, who has run. . 
Through all the ſeveral ways of being undone, 
 Couren'd at firſt by love, and living then, 
By turning thee too dear-bought-cheat on Men. 
G ay were the hours, and wing with joy they few, 
VVhen firft the Town, her early Beauties knew ; 
3 | Courted admir'd, and lov'd, with. Preſents fed, 
Youth in her Cheeks, and pleaſure inher Bed. 
Till Fate, or her ill Angel, thought it fit, 
To makes her dote upon a Man of Wit, 
VV ho found *twas dull to love above a Day, 
Made bs 1ll natur'd jeſt, and went away 
Now ſ corn'd of all, forſaken and oppreſt. 
Shee's a Memento meri, to thereſt. 
Diſeas'd, decay'd, to take up Half a Crown, 
Muſt Morgage her Long Scarfe,&Mantoc-Gown. 
Poor Greature! -who unheard of as a Fly, 
In ſome dark hole, muſt all the Winter lye. F 
t An 


(26) 
And want ſhe mnſ> endure a whole half year, 

That for one Month, ſhe Fawdry may appeat : 
1z Eaſter Terme, ſhe gers her a new Gown, | 
When my young Maſters Worſhip comes ro Town; 3.4 
From Pedagogue, and Mother, jeſt cer free, 4B, 
Zhe hopeful Heir, of a great Family * M 
W/ ko with ftrong Beer, and Beef, the Country rules, #7 
Ard ever ſince the Congneſt, have been Fools. T 
Ard fill with careful proſpett, to maintain, P; 


1 is Charetter, leaſt croſſing of the Strain. q 
Snou'd mend the Body Breed, his Friends provide, 1 
A Couzen of his own to be his Bride. | / 
Ard thus ſet ONt-==-===-- | P 
V'Vith an Eſtate, no Wit, and a young Wife, 


The ſoled comforts, of a Coxcomb's life ; 
Dunghil; and Peas, forfook, he comes to Town, 
3 rrns Spark, learns to be lewd, and is kmdone. 
Noihiag ſutes worſe with Vice, than want of ſenſe, 
Fools are ſtill wicked, at their own expence. 

This 01e grown School-Boy, loft Corinna, wins, 
At ihe firſt daſh, to make'an Aſle, begins: 

Pretends tolike a Man, that has not known. 

The Vanities, nor Vices of the Town. 

Freſy 12 his youth, '\and faithful in his love, 

Exger of joys, which he does ſeldom prove, + 
Healthful, and ſtrong, he does no pains endure, 

But what the fai7 one, he adores, can cure * 
Gretef:l for favours, does the SEX eſteem, 

And! Libelis none, for being kind to him. 

then of the lewdrefs of the Town complains, 

Rattes at the Witts , and Atheiſts, and _— 
is 


n; #.4 Creature /ook ſo gay, or talk ſo fine ; 
Believes, then falls in love, and then in debt, 
EMortgages a4, ev'n to the Antient Seat, 


les 


2 


. - - mn 
Ts better than good ſenſe, than Paw'r, or Wealth, | 
To have a Blood, untained, youth, and health. 

The ill-br:d Puppy, who had never ſeen, 


To buy this Myſtriſs, 4 new Houſe, for life ; 
To give her Plate, and Jewels, Robs his Wife. 
And when to the hesght of fondneſs he is grown, 
'Tis thyme to poyſon him,. and all's her own. © 
Thus meeting in her common Arms his Fate, 

He leaves her Baitard, Heir to bis Eſtate ; 
And as the Race of ſuch an Owl, deſerves 

His own dull lawful Progeny he ftarves 
Nature, who never made a thing in vain, 

But does each Inſeft, to ſome end ordain. 

V Viſely provides kind-keeping Fools, no donbt * 
To patch up Vices, Men of Wir, were out. 

Thus ſhe ran on Two hours, ſome grains of ſenſe, 
Still mixt with Yoleys of impertinence. | 
But now 'tis time I ſhon'd ſome pitty ſhow, 

To Cle, ſince I cannot chooſe but know 3 
Readers, maſt reap the dullneſs, YYriters ſow. 

By the next Po##, I will ſach Srortes tell, 

Asjoyn'd to theſe, thall toaYValume ſwell'; 

Truer than Heaven, more infamous than Za, 

But you are tir'd and ſo am I-----.- 
X F aremel. 


(28) 
The Imperfeft Enjoyment. 


NA ſhe lay, claſpt in my longing Arms, 


I fill'd with Love, and ſhe all over charms, | 


Both equally inſpir'd, with eager fire, 
Melring through kindneſs, flaming in deſire.; 
With .4rms, Legs, Lips, cloſe clinging to embrace, 


She clips me to her Breaſt, and ſucks me to her - 


Face. . 

The nimble Tongae(Love's leſſer Lightning) plaid 
- Within my A2oxth, and tomy thoughts convey'd, 
Swift Orders, that I ſhou'd prepare to throw, 
The Al-aiffolving Thunderbolt below. . 
My flutt'ring Sol, ſprung with the pointed kiſs, 
 Hanps hoy ring o're her Balmy Limbs of Bliſs. 
But whilſt her buſte hand, wou'd guide that part, 

- VVhich ſhou'd convey my Sox/, up to her Hearr. 
- In liquid Raptures ] diſlolve all o're, 
Melt into. Sperme, and ſpend at ey'ry Pore : 
A touch from any part of her had don't ; 
Her Hand, her Foot, her very look's a Cur. 
Smiling, ſhe chids in a kind murm ring Noe, 
And fromher Body wips:the clammy joys 
VVhen-with a Thouſan& Kiſſes, wand'ring o're, 
My panting Breaſt, and 1s there then no more ? 
She cries. All this to Love, and Rapture 's due, 
Muſt we not, pay a debt to pleaſure too ? 
But 1 the moſt forlone, loſt Mar alive, 
To ſhew my wiſht Obedience vanly ſtrive, 
i ſing alas! and Kiſs, but cannot Swive. 

| EEE: Eager 
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(29) 


Eager deſires, confound my firſt intent, 


| Succeeding ſhame , does more ſucceſs prevent, 


And Rage, at laſt, canfirms me impotent. 


| Ev'n her fair Hand , which might bid heat return 


To frozen Age, and make cold Hermits burn , 


Apply'd to my dead Cinder , warms no more, 


Than Fire to Aſhes, cbu'd paſt Flames reſtore. 
Trembling , confus'd, deſpairing , limber, dry, 
A wiſhing, weak, unmoving lamplI ly, 


$ This Dar: of love, whoſe piercing point oft try'd, 


With Yirgm blood, ten thouſand Maids has dy'd. 
Which Narare ſtill direfted with ſuch rr , 
That it through ev'ry C--t, reacht ev'ry Heart. 
Stifly reſolv'd , twou'd careleſly invade, 

Woman or Boy , nor ought its fury ſtaid , 


{ Wheree're it pierc'd, a Curt it found or made. 


Now languid lies, in this unhappy hour , 
Shrunkup , and Sapleſs , like a wither'd Flow'r, 
Thou treacherous, baſe, and deſerter of my flame, 
Falſe to my paſſion , fatal to my Fame ; 


| By what miſtaken 44a9ick doſt thou prove, 


So true to lewdneſs, 1o untrue to Love ? 


W hat Oyſter , Cinder , Beggar, common Whore, 
Didſt thou e're fail in all thy Life before? 

When Yice , Diſeaſe and Scandal lead the way, 
VVith what officious haſt doſt thon obey ? 

Like a Rude-roaring Hefor , in the Streets, 
That Scuffles, Cuffs , and Ruffles all he meets ; 
But if his King , or Corntry, claim his Aid , 
The Raſcal Villain, ſhrinks, and hides his head : 
Ev'n ſo thy Brutal Valor, is diſplaid . 


* Breaks ey'ry Stews , does each ſmall Whore invade, 


Þuc 


(39) 
But if great Love , the onſet does command, | ; 
Bale recreant, tothy Prince , thou darſt not ſtand \ 
VVorlſt part of me , and henceforth hated moſt, | ' 
Through all the Town, the common-Fuckjng Poſty * 
On whom each Whore , relieves her tingling Cr} ( 
As Hegs, on Goats , do rub themſelves and grunty . 

] 

| 


May'it thou. to rav'nous Shazkers, be a Prey , 
Or in-conſuming Weepings waſt away. | 
May Strazuguries , and Stone , thy Dayes attend. 
May'ſt thou Piſs , who didſt refuſe to ſpend, 
When all my joyes, didon falſe thee depend. 
And may ten thouſand abler Pricks agree , 

To do the wrong'd Corinza, right far thee. 


ks po —{ | 
| 
To LOYE. | 

O! nunquan pro me ſatis indignate Cupido. 


(Y Love! how cold, and ſlow to take m 
part, 
Thou idle Wanderer, about my Heart. 
Why thy 014 faithful Solajer , wilt thou ſee , 
Oppreſt in thy own Texts ? they murder me. 
Thy Flames Conſume , thy Arrows Pierce thy 
; Friei.ds , | 

Aatiher on Foes, purſue more noble ends. 
 Aciiles Sword , woud genTroully beſtow , 

A Cure, as certain , as1t gave the blow. , 
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(31) | 
Hunters , who follow flying Game, give o're, . 
When thePrey's caught, hope ſt11] leads pn before. 
We thy own Slaves feel thy Tyranaick blows, 

off Whilſt thy tame Hands unmov'd againſt thy Foes, 
nt} On Men diſarm'd, how can you gallant prove , 
unti And I was long ago diſarm'd by Love. 

Millions of gull Men , live , and ſcornfal Maids, 
| Weelll own Zoze yaliant , when he theſe invades. 
|. | Rome,from each Corner of the wide Weorld,ſnatch'd 

| A Lawrel, or't had been to this day thatch'd. 

But the Old Solater , has his reſting place , + 

And the good batter'd Hor/e , is turn'd to Graſs. 

The harraſt Whore , wholiv'd a wretch to pleaſe, 

Has leave to be a Bawd, and take her eaſe. 

— {| For me then , who have freely ſpent my Blocd , 

(Love) in thy Service , and ſo boldly ſtood. 

In Celia's Trenches ; wer't not wiſely done , 

Een to retire , and liveat peace at home ? 

No---might I gain a God-head, to difclaim , 

My glorious 1:tle , to my endleſs flame : 

Divmity , with ſcorn, I wou'd foriwear , 
myy Such ſweet , dear , tempting Devils , Women are: 

When ere thoſe flames grow faint, 1 quickly find, 

A fierce black Storm , pour down upon my 45nd; | 

Head-long,I'm hurl'dlike Horſe-mez,whoin vain; « 

Their (fury foaming) Corrſers , wou'd reſtrain | 
hyy As Ships, juſt when the Harbor they attain, 

Are ſnatcht by ſudden Blaſts , to: Sea again : 

£0 Loves fantaſtick ſtorms , reduce my Heart , 
Half-reſcu'd , and the God reſumes his 2art. 

Strike here, this undefended Boſome viound , 

And for ſo brave a Congiet be renown 'd, 
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(32) 
Shafts fly ſo faſt to me from ev ry part , 
You'le ſcarce diſcern your Quiver,trom! my Hearth. 
What Wrerch can bear a live-long nights dull reſtÞT 
Or think himſelf in lazy flumbers bleſt ? pr 
Fool--- 1s not ſleep the Image of pale Death ? | 
There's time for reſt , when fate has Iitopt you 
breath. 

Me , may my ſoft deluding dear deceive A 

I'me happy in my hopes , whilſt ] believe. 

Now let her flatter , then as fondly chide. 

Often may I enjoy , "of t be deny'd. 

Wirh doubtful ſteps , the God of War does moveſſ, 
By thy example , in Ambiguous Love. 

Blown to and fro like Down from thy own Wing ; 
Who knows, when joy,or Anguiſh,thou wilt bring? 
Yet at thy others, and thy Slaves requeſt , 
Fix an Eternal Fmpire in my Breaſt ; 
And let th' inconſtant charming Sex , 
. Whoſe willful-ſcorn, does Lovers Vex ; 

Submit their Hearts before thy Throne , 

'The YVaſſal World , is then thy own. 


T 


on 


| The Maim'd Debauchee. 


tf yd AS 4... 


S fone brave Admiral-, in former War , F 
Depriv'd of force, but preſt with courage ; 
ſtill ; 
T'wo Rival-Fleets , appearing from a far , 
Crawlesto the top of an adj Jacent Hil. 


From 
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rom whence (with: thoughts full of concern) he 
earl.  - views | 
reſt The wiſe, and daring Condudt of the hgh, 
\nd each bold Action, 'to his Mind renews, 
is preſent glory, .and his paſt delight. 


7QU 
rom hisfierce Eyes, flaſhes of rage he'throws, * 


\s from black Clouds, when Lightning breaks awzy, 
ranſpotted.,, thinks himſelt amidit his Foes, 
\nd abſent, yet enjoys the Bloody Day. ' 


So when my Days of impotence approach, "1: 
ind I m by Pox, and Wines unlucky chance, | 

Drov'n from the pleaſing Billows of debauch, 

On the dull Shore of lazy temperance. 


oYe 
g 3 
ng? 
My pains at laſt ſome reſpite ſhall afford., 

hilſt I behold the Barrails you maintain, 


When Fleets of Glaſſes, Sail about the Board: 
From whoſe Broad-lides Yolleys of Wiz ſhall rain. , 


Nor fhall the ſight of Hozourable Scafs, | 
Whichmy tov forward Yalowr did procure. - 
— WFrighten new liſted Souldiers from the Warrs, 


Paſt j joys have more than paid what I endure. 


Shou'd hopeful Youths(worth being drunk) prove 
nice 
| And from their fair Inviters meanly ſhrink, _ 
e | I wou'd pleaſe the Ghoſt, of my departed Vice, 
If at my Councel, they repent and drink, 


OY Or 


| (34) 

Or ſhou'd ſome cold complexion'd Sor forbid; 
With his dull 2orals, our N;ghts brisk-Alarmes 
Pll fire his Blood by telling what 1 did, 
When I was ſtrong, and able to bear Armes. 


T'll tell of #/hores Attacqu'd their Lords at home, 
Bawds Quarters beaten-up, and Fortreſs won, 
Windows demoliſht, Watches overcome, - 

And handſome ills; by my contrivance done. 


Nor ſhall our Zove-fits Clorss be forgot, 
When each the well-look'd Zirk-boy,ſtrove t:enjoy 
And the beſt Kiſs, was the deciding Lor, 
Whether the Boy us'd you, or 1 the Boy. 


With Tales like theſe, I will ſuch heat inſpire, 
As to the important miſcheifſhall incline; ' 

I'll make them long ſome Antient Chnrch to fire, 
And fear no.lewdnelſs the're call'd to-by Wire. - 


\ 
Thus States-man-like, I'll ſawcily impoſe W | 
And ſafe from danger Yaljently adviſe, £07 
Shelter'd in impotence, urge you to blows, AC 
And being good- for nothing elſe, be wiſe. . 
; 
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The 
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mes | The Argument. 
Flow Tall-boy , Kill-prick , Suck-Prick , did 
7e, contend, | 
or Bridegroom Dildoe , Friend did fight with 
Friend ; 


Bur Man of God, by Law-Man,, called Parſon, 
ontriv'd by turns how each might rub her 
Arie on. 


yoy 


0 Ay Hheav'n-born Muſe; for only thou canſt tell , 
How difcord dire, between T wo Widows fell ? 
Vhat made the Fajr 'one , and her well ſhap'd 
AMother, | 
£Pnty forget, and pious Nature ſmother ? 
ho was moſt modeſt, vertuous, or fair, 
Was not the cauſe of conteſt I dare ſwear. 
 INor Wit,. nor breeding, rais'd this emulation ;. 
{Thoſe things with them are trifles out of faſhion, 
Great was the ſtrife, rais'd up by envious Fate, + 
To ruine Pegos, happy Reign and State. 
When &-----with every Eye beheld, 
The Three dear Friends , his Heart with-rancor 
{well'd. | | 
That in one Houſe, they were of one accord, - 
Wanton in Bed, and Kiorows at Board, 
Preferring Brawny G--=--<to Spiney Lord : 
He Vow'd to break this Tripple League," of Love, 
And from their Breaſts, fweet F riendſlip to remove. 
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2 1 , (36) 
In a foul day, from bawdy Bath, he flies, 

To put in ACt his/haſted enterpriſe. | 
I th* Bow'r of Bliſs , where facred Ballocks dwells, 
There lives a Hagg,deep red inCharms,andSpells; 
Philttrs, and Potions, that my Magick $kill; 
Can give. an Euauch Stones,. and Curt its fill. 
Babes, at. her call fly from the'breeding Womb, 
With Neighbour T-rd,in loathſomeFakes to roame 


| As oft as Finger, Dildoe, Pego, ' Rape, 

"The Virgin Hymen, ſhe repaires the Gap : 
Fam'd through the World, for the C--r. - mendingy. 

yp; es 

To her he goes to implbre her mighty. Aid, . 

By Men ſhe's call d the. Mother of the Jfaids. 

Hail Worſe. Dame( ſaid he) repleat with grace. 
Mother, ot Maids, Daughter of zoble Race ! 

Whilſt Men of God ro. Betty B-----g0. 
Vi hilſePrick, and Pen, with White, and. Black. 

does flow, | | 

ty laſting Verſe, ſhall magnifie the fame, 

And melting Tarſe, adore thy holy name. 

Therefore dear Mother, lend thine equl Ears. 

To my complaint, and favour my juſt Prayer. . - -. 

There is a place, a down a gloomy Vale, the Bath 

FYheteiburthen'd Natiire, lays her naſty Tall ;-: 

Then Thouſand Pilgrims, thither do reſort, 

For eafe;. aiſeafe, for letchery; and ſport : 

Thither two Beldames, and a jilting Wife, 

Came to ſmive off, the tedions hours of life : 

£ willizip to.contribute to their joy,  __ 1 

Offer 'd my Myte, to-th yowig unſatiate Toys: (+ | 1 

Who baniſh'd Cuck, ca»ſe Cunt he con'd not cloy. |- 
> —Y 0 
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Here upright Dame ,c K#l-prick, the wife old Jew, 
8 Told me 1 muſt Twelve times her Womb 'bedew, 
E're her Child Suck<prick;, 'ſhow'd her Buttochs ſhow 
2 Kefoln'd to win like Hercules, the Prize. 
Twelve times I ſcour d the Kennel twixt her Thighs, 
The cheating Jilt, at th' Twelft, a Dry-Bob', cryes. 
| B 14y Prick 41d Lrbus croſs, bit in hich rage, 
well Appeal'4ro th? Shilful Picklees 01 the Stage.' 
Bib that fair Tall-boy/and bold Suck-prick;coms, - 
| Zo ſqueert'niy Tarle,' and paſs their final doom : 
DEE Saymg>f on Priapus,” T cor'd ſhew, * 
One hh Relique, of kind Pearly Dew;- 
Ith' Twelth tine in Kill-pticks- Arſe, did A. 
To thei detiding Teſt, -1 aid ſubmit, - + 
Priapus /queez/d,- a Snow-Ball, did emit ; 
Tet theſe Fnopartial Dames, a dry Bob,' cry, 
Perform your Bar Ws (Peer) or frigg, arid dye ye. 
ckE.This was T-Rook:d of Twelve ſubſtantial Facks, 
' Þ| Pytheſe buſe ſtinking, over itchink Nocks./ -- 
Your at, your aid, dear Mother me ſive,” 
With apt revenge t0 o feed my raging fire. wIS 
The-grdcious Matron, ſmiling on him ſaid. 
Be it as thou deſiſt my dear lov'd Lad ;' © 
For this abuſe; the Rump-fed-Runts ſhall P,OUYH, 
Till luniey Cunt, to grimey A-ſe hole turn. - 
By her Caves Month, a verdant Afrile-grows, 
Bearing 'Loves Trophies, on his ſacred Bongtis. 
The Crowns of Kings, were offer'd to this Shrine, 
Dildoes and Merkins of thy Royal Line. - 
Fair Ladies hearts ; with MGtred Pricks transfixt, 
. | In Myſtick manner, make'the Cracjfix. 
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To: th' Tree ſhe leads him , from a- Bough pull 
_ {0b 5h ont; | 
A.mighty Tool, a Dildog-gt renown'; | - 
A Dildoe, long, and large; -as'Heftors Launce, 
Inſcrib'd, Hon Soir Uni Maly Pence. 
Knight-of the Garter, made for's vaſt deſerts, 
As Modern Heroe, was for's monſtrous parts. 
This pious Sen (aid ftteY\naitup in Box, 
By Caryyer, ſend it 'theſe falt burning Nocks, 
Direfted thus. Tothe Lady moſt deſerving - 
Who's made moſt Slaves , and kept moſt Pricks fr 
Starving. SS ga ied 
.O're-joy'd with hop'd ſtccefs away he-flyes, 
To Bath, dilguis'd, to bear the welcome Prize 
- But when they {aw the Image of the Bleſt ar ? 
Whocan expreſs. how faſt, how ſwift they ran ! 
Each for her ſelf to feizeIt ; no Dog-at. Deer, 
Nor Hank, at Herne, ſhew dſuch a twift carrrerc 
At once they ſonſe, on. the beloved Prey: 
And ſworn'Friends do engage in Mortal Fray. 
Old Kill-prick, dreadful $0.her Friends, and Foes, 
Like:Erxeyburgh,in Bdck;:-and Breaſt-plate ſhow 
Gygantick T afl-boy famed in the Weſt, .. 
For Corniſh. Hugg, to th' fight her ſelf addreſt ; 
- Whilſt the Child Sack-prigk;, hop'd to ſteal away, 
By Stratagem, the glory:of the Day. 
But all in vain, 7 a{-Boy, -with one hand-held, 
Foves Prize, with th'other crafty Suck-prickſell'd: 
But looks, not Menaces, 'nor craſhing blow, 
Cou'd make ſtout Kill-prick,quit her-lov'd Delabe : 
Undanted,. ſhe maintain'd a cruel-fight-; 
' For Conqueſt {cratcht. and tore. withal her might. 
e So 
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i. So have I ſeen a crum-back Crab-louſe ſtick, 
'4 With fervent love, :to lick creating Prick.; | 
The more he pulls., -the more the loving Wretch, 
Doea ſtrive to ſtay, and-each Hair does catch. 
Till murdring 24a, *enrag'd from Ballocks tears, 
| The Nocksborn-Bratr, and ends-his hopeful years. 
Sohard « far'd with Kjll-prick, had not Faze, 
Sent Mar of God, toendthedire debate, 
What rage, what fury (ſaid be) d6'yeſtir 
Tojhedthe Blood of Saints, in-ervil War ? 
How. well you makgthe-Mother Church, to mourn, 
And to Fanaticks be the publick, ſcorn ? - 
For ſhame, . dear Souls, reſerve your nyble\blood, 
' To ſpend with Man. Abaſht the Warriers ſtood 
To fee. the:holy Father, inthe place, 
But ſtrait-on-the-matter putting a pood face ; 
Thns Kil-prick ſpake. 
pg To you O Reverend Sir 
The juſtneſs of this Cauſe I will transfer, 
A Cauſe toogreat for Layamen, wvile'to try, 
s, 8 Fit for Plus Ultras, deep Divinity 
vs. 4 Cauſe, for mhichbleſt Saints, aboye wor'd dye ! 
The modeſt Tall-boy, ſodevote appears, 
; | Though ſtealing Prick, you'd think ſhe had her 
y, . Prayer $3, M\ 
And thouhg ſhe'had almoſt won the bloody Field, 
With S»ck-prick(Babe,of -Grare to this does yield. 
d:} Thecaſe being ſtated, , holy Mar doespray, 
For a Bleſling on's endeavours, then. does fay 
i Whereas.ſage Matrones, you. do all agree, 
Your caſe to yield to.my integrity, 
Fitter for general Conncel than weak me, 
Ego OO "I Ons Dildoe's 


(-49)) 
Dildoe's a Lawful Tool, deny't who ah: 
P'll prove "tis mage for a meet help. for Man; © 
As unto ReCtor, Curate, is Aſſiſtant, /' 
So Diildoe's fo faln Prick, whe; Cunt has of 6 on't. 
But hers th Elect, ordain'd for Propagation;: ; 
Who truſts in this 15 bleſt in- Generation ; 
This has done more, than Turtibridge, Bath,or Ep 
Though nCre ſy barran'this,Jureitohelp'em. (ſom 
Then-pylling out the Rettor, ofthe F emales, 


Ninetimesheþbath'd him,jatheir piping hotTails. 


Panting (qugth he) -now/peace be on yeall, 

YVhen I am abſent then one \Dildoe call; 

As thoſe in ioly Church, | «@ Image pray, 

VV hen wonder-working Saint, qut.0 th: way, | 
Thus all well _ 'd t9. Church away they £0, 
To ſing Te Dewn, for their dear Dildes. 
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k. "An Allufon, to! Horace," 
The rorh Sarys, f the If, nk 


Nempe incmpoſi 20 Dixi pede, i&. 


VV Sir, tis pats; laid D--Rkimes, 

Were {toln, unequal, nay dull many 
times: 

VYhat fooliſh Patron, is there found of his, 

' So blindly partial, todeny ime'this ? * 


But 
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- But that:bis Plays, embroiderd up, and down , 


With Wi ,; and Learning juſtly pleas'd the 7 own, 
the ſame Paper ,, 1 as freely own. 

Ya having this allow'd:, the:heavy Laſs , 

That Stuftsuphis looſe Folunms , muſt not paſs : 

For by that Kle , L might aſwel admit , 

Crowns , tedious Scenes , 'for Poerry , and.Wie. 

'Tis therefore not enough., when your falſe ſenſe, 

Hits the falſe Judgment, of an Ardience : 

Of clapping #ool- , ailerhbjeda vaſt Crowd , 

Till the thr rorig;d Play-bpnſe., crack with the dull 

Though ev/ittharT” alent nnerits' in ſome ſort;(load; 

That can divert. the Rabtle., .and the Conrr, 


Which blundring S--+-:;-never cou'd attain , 


And puzling 0----- ;- Jaboursat in vain. 

But within due: proportions circumſcribe . 

What e're'yoiy write: that with a flowing” Lide , 
The Style may riſe. yerid itsTile forbear , 
With uſeleſs words , U oppreſs the weary d Ear. 
Here be your Lapguage lofty; there more light, 
Your Rerhorick., | with your Poetry unite: 

For Eleganco:lake, ſometimes allay the force . 


. Of Epithers.y "twill ſoften thediſcourſe 3 © | 
.A jeaſt in ſcorty,; points out-,-and hits the thing, 


More home, . than the Moros Satyrs ſting. 
Shake-ſpear > -and Fob ſon, did herein excell, 

And might in this be imitated well; 

Whom refin'd;E---- , coppy's not at all , 

But is himſelf, ;a ſheer Original. 

Nor that flow Drudge , In ſwift Pindarick ſtrains, 
F------, who C----- imitates with pains , - 


And rides a jaded 24ſec , whipt with looſe Rains. 


When 
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VVhen Lee , makes temp'rate Scjpzo , fret.and rave 
And. Hannibal, a whining Amorous Slave, 

I laugh , and wiſh thethot-brain'd Fuſtian Fool, 
In B---=- hands ,] to be well laſht at School. © - | 

-Of:ali our Aodern Wits none ſeems tome. , 
Oace to have tcucht., upon true -Cometly, | 
Burt haſty Shaawel , and flow Wicherley 
Shadwellsunfiniſh'd worksdo yet impart , | 
Great proofs of force of Nature, none of. Art ; - 
VVith juſt bold ſtrokes he daſhes here, and: there, 
'Shewing great Aduſtery , with little:Care:; 

And ſcorns to varniſh: his.good Touches o're, 

To make the Fools., and Women , praiſe'em more. 
But Wicherley, earneghard; what e're he-gains , 
He wants:no judgment”, inor he ſparesinopains ; 

He frequently excels, and at the left, 
Makes'tewer faults ,/ than any-of the'beſt. - - 

Waller , by Nature. for-the Bays defign'd , 

With force , -andfire,, 'and fancy/unconfin'd , . / 

In. Panegyricks ., Uges-excell Mankind. 

He beſt can turn, enforce , and ſoften things , 

To praiſe great Conquerors , or-tofiatter Kings. 

For pointed Setyrs, I wou'd Buckhnrſt chooſe , 
The beit good Afar with the worſtinatur'd uf. 
For Songs, and Yerſes., mannerly, -obicene, ' © 
Thatican ſtir Natureup , by ſpring unſeen;, 

And without forcing/bluſhes worm the'Queer. 

S:aley , asthatprevailing , gentle Art , | 
That can with a-reſiſtleſs Charm impart , 
T he:looſeſt wiſhes , 'toithe chaſteſtiheart. 

' Raiſe ſucha confli&t;, kindle-ſach-aFire , 

Berwaxt decliningYertne, and Deſpre > 


Til 
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That Lawrel., which he beſt deſerves to wear , 
But does not D----., find-ev'n Johnſon dull ? 


Fletcher and Beaumont , uncorrett , and full , 


Olewd Lines, as he calls 'em ? Shake-/pears ſtile 
Stiff-and affefted ; to:his-own the while , 
Allowing all the juſtneſs that his Pride , 


So Arrogantly had to!theſe deny d'? :.. 


And may notI , have leave iinpartially , 

To ſearch ; and cenſareD-----, 'Works., and try, 
If thoſe groſs faults, his choice Pez does commir, 
Proceed from want of Judgment , or of Wit ? 
Or of his lumpiſh fancy ,. does'refule ., 
SpiritandGrace,, \torhis looſe flattern A4/e ? 
Five hundred Verſes, :ev'vy. Morning writ, 
Proves you no more a Poet , than a Wit : 

Such ſcribling Authors , have been ſeen before: 
Muſtapha , the Engliſh Princeſs , Forty more , 
Were things perhaps compos'd in half an hour, 
To write what may ſecurely ſtand the Teſt , 


Of being well read over thrice at lealt:; 


Compace 
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Co each Phraſe , examine ev'ry Tyxe ,, 

Weigh.ev'ry Word , and ev'ry Thought refine ; 

Scorn all applauſe ;/ | th&vile Rout'can beſtow , 

. And be content to-pleaſe- thoſe few who know. - 
Canſt thon be ſuch a viin'miſtaken thing, '* - 

To wiſh thy Works might make a Playhouſe ring. 


. With-the unthinkiog@Bavghter, and poor praiſe, 


Of Fops , and Ladies ,, FaCtious for thy Plays? 
Then ſends cunning Friend to learn thy doom, 
From the threwd Judges of the drawing Room. 

Pve no Ambition on that idle ſcore , 7 

. But ſay with Betty 24----- , heretofore , 

When a'Corrt Lady , call'd her B----, ' Whore : S 
- 1 pleaſe one Man of Wit ; am proud on't too , + © 
\ "Let all the Coxcombs ; datice to Bed to you: -. 
Shou'd I be troubled when-the Pur-blind X»igbt, 

: Who ſquints more in his Judgment;thanhis ſ ight, 
Picks ſilly faults ; and'cenſures what Uiyrite : f 

Or when the poor-fed Poets of the Toms | 

For Scraps,and Coach-room cry my Verſes down? 
I toath the Rabble , tis enough for me”; | 
If S--a-- , $<-;, Soon, Wiener, . 

' (SI'S © Bok "Bowabs, Buidene, i, 

And ſome few more, whomTomit to mane - a 

| Approve my ſenſe , l count their cenfare Fame, 
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In defence of Satyr. 


They wy kf bold a freedom with the 


7 ww Hen Shake [Joh]: Fletcher,ruld the Stage, 


T hat there was Poa a Knave , or Fodl, in Town, 


- | Of any note, but had his Pilture ſhown ;: 


And ( without doubt) though ſome it may offend , 

Nothing helps more than Satyr , to amend 

Ill Manners , or is trulier YVertnes Friend. 

Princes, may Laws ordain, Prieſts gravely Preach, 

But Poets , . moſt ſucceſsfully will teach. 

For as a paſſi ing Bell, frightsfrom his 4/cat , 

The greedy S:ck my : that too much wou d Eatz 

So when a Vice , ridiculous is made, | 

Our Neighbors ſhame, keeps us from growind bad. 

But wholeſome remedies , few Palates pleaſe, .. 

Men rather love ,- what flatters their Diſeaſe ; 

Pimps , Paraſites , Buffoons , and all the Crew, 

That under Friendſhips name, weak Man undoe ; ; 

Find their falſe Service, kindlier underſtocd , 

Than ſuch astell bold Truths ro do us go0d, 

Look where you will, and you ſhall kardly find, 

A Man , without ſome ſickneſs of tae Mind. 

In vain we wiſe wou'd ſeem, whileev'ry Z-ſf, 

LV'Vhisks us about , as Phirlwin ds do the Duſs. 
Here for ſome needleſs Gain, Y/retch is hurl'd, 


Front Pole, to Pole, and Slav'd 1 about the World; 


While 
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While the reward of all his pains , and Care , 

Ends in that deſpicable thing , his Heir. 

Therea vain Fop , Mortgages all his Land , 

To buy that gawdy Play-thing a Command , 

To ride a Cock-Horſe , wear a Scarfe , at's Arſe, 

And play the Pudding ,.ina May-day-farce. | 
_ Here one whom Godto make a Fool, thought fit, 

In fpight of Providence , will be a Wit. | 

But wanting ſtrength,t'uphold his ill made cho:ce, 

Sets up with Lewdneſs, Blafphemy , and Noiſe, 

There at his 44s. Feet , a Loverlyes | 

And for a tawdrey , painted Baby dyes. 

Falls on his Knees , adores, and is afraid , 

Of the vain 7do!, he himſelf has made. 

. Theſe , and a thouſand Fools unmention'd here, 

Hate Poets all , becauſe they Poers fear + 

Take heed (they-cry) yonder fad Dog will bite , 

He cares not whom. he falls on in his fit ; 

Come but in's way , and ſtrait a new Lampoone 

Shall ſpread your mangled Fame about the Towr , 

But why am I this Bug-bear to ye all ? 

My Pen is dipt in noſuch bitter Gall. 

He that can rail at one he calls his Friezd , 

Or hear him abſent wrong'd , and'not defend.; 

Who for the ſake of ſome ill natur'd Jeaft, 

Tells what ke ſhoul'd conceal, Invents the reſt ; 

Tofatal Mia-night quarrels , can betray, 

His brave Companion , and then run away ; 

Leaving him to be murder in the freer , 

Then pur it off, with ſame Buffoone Canceit 

This, this is he, you ſhou'd beware of all , 

Yet him a pleaſant , witty Zan, you call 
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To whet your dull Debauches.up, and down , 
You ſeek him as top-Fidler of the Town. 
But.if I laugh: when the Comre Coxcombs ſhow , 
To ſee that Booby Sorms dance Provo. 
- | Or chatt'ring Porws , from the Side Bax grin , 
| Trickt like a Ladys Monkey new made clean. 
To me the name of Railer , ſtrait you give , 
Call me a an that knows not hofy to live. 
> | But Wenches to their Keepers, true ſhall.turn, 
. | Stale Maids of Honor, proffer'd Husbands ſcorn, 
"| Great Srates-man, flatt'ry ,, and Clinches hate , 
And'long in Oflice dye without E/tare. 
Againſt a Bribe , Conrt Fudpes, ſhall decide , 
The City Knav'ry want, the Clergy Pride, | 
Ere that black Malice, in my Rhymes you find, - 
That wrangs a worthy Mar, or hurts a Friend. 
But. then perhaps you'll fay , why do you write ? 
What you think harmleſs 24rth , the World 
thinks Spjghr. | ; 
Why ſhou'd your Fgers itch to have a laſh. 
At Simius , the Buffoon , or Cully Baſh ? ; 
What 1s'tto you, if Al;dores fine Whore , | 
Fucks with fome Fop, whilſt he's ſhut ont of Door? . 
Conſider pray ,* that dang'rous Weapon Wit , 
Frightens a 44on , when a few you hit. 
Whip but a Curr , as you ride through a Tons , 
I And ſtrait his Fellow Carrs the Quarret own , 
| Each Krave, or Fool, that's conſcious of a Crime, 
Tho he ſcapes now , looks ſfor't another time. 
Sir , I confeſs all you have faid is true , 
But who basnot ſome Folly to purſue ? 


Ala 


(48) 
A1ilo turn'd Quizcoti, Fancy: d. Battails'; Fights," ; 
When the fifth Bottle, had encreas'd"the Lights, 
War-lize Dirt Pyes., -our Heroe' Paris-forms, 
Which deſprrate Beſſas ; without Ar»oar ſtorms, 
Corn , the kind Hizband, e're was born. | ” 
ctiil Courts the Spark, that does his-Brows adorn.” 
Invites him home to' dine, and fills his Veins, 
With the hot Blood , which his dear Doay drains, Ir 
Gra:dio thinks himſelf a Beau-Garcon, V 
Goggles his Eyes ,, writes' Letters upanddown : 
And with his fawch-Love » Plagues all the Town. 
While pleas'd to have his Vanity thus fed , 
He's caught with G----, that old Has a Bed. 
But chou'd 1 all the crying Follies tell , 
That rouſe the ſleeping Sayter from his Cell. 
I to my Reader , ſhou'd as tedious prove , 
| Asthat old Spark, Albanue making love : 
Or florid Ro/cizes , when with ſome ſmooth flam , 
He gravely on the publick , - tries to ſham. 
Hold then my Muſe, 'tis time to make an end, 
Leaſt taxing others , thou thyſelf offend. 
The World's a W ood, in which all looſe their way, 
Though by a diffrent Parh , = goes Aftray. 


On | 


(49) 


"74 


ts, On the ſuppos'd Authonr of a late Poem in 
2 defence of Satyr, 
1Ss 


T O rack, and tortore thy unmeaning-Braiy, | 
In Satyrs praiſe, to a'low untun'd ſtrain, 
In thee was moſt impertinent and vain.- + 
When in thy Perſon, we more clearly ſee, 
That Satyr's of Divine Authority, 
or God, made one on Man, when he made thee. 
o ſhew there were ſome Men, as there are Apes. 
ram'd for meer ſport, who differ butin ſhapes: 
In thee are all theſe contradiQions joy nd, , 

hat make an ſe, prodigious and refin'd. 
A lump deform'd, and ſhapeleſs wert thou born, 
Begot in Loves deſpit, and Natures ſcorn z | 
'JAnd art grown up the moſt ungraceful Wight, 
Harſh to the Ear, and hideous to the fight, 
Yet Love's thy bus'neſs, Beauty thy delight. 
Curſe on that ſilly-hour , that firſt inſpir'd, 
ihy madneſs, to pretend to be admir'd ; 
$7 o paint thy grizly Faces to dance, to dreſs, 
\nd all thoſe Awkward Follies that expreſs, . 
JThy loathſome Love, and filthy daintineſs, 
Who needs wall be a Ugly Beau-G arcon, 


TN. 


1Ss/ 


ÞPpit at, and ſhun'd, by ev'ry Girl in Towr ;, 
W here dreadfully LovesScare-Crow,thou art plac'd 
[7 o fright the tender Flock, that long to taſte : 
While ev'ry coming id, when you appear, 
Starts we” for ſhame, and ſtrait turns chaſte for- 
car, 


D For 


(59) 
For none ſo poor , or Proſtitute have prov'd , 
Where you made love, -t'endure to be belov'd.'' JD 
'Twere-labour loſt ; or elſe I wou'd adviſe. JA 
But thy half W:r , will ne*fe let- thee be wiſe. V 
Half-witty , and half-mad , and ſcarce half-brave 

. Half-honeſt (which is very, much a _Kzave.) In 
Made up of all theſe /ha}.fs , thou.can'lt not paſs 

. For any thingincirely'. 54 ;Þoks an Aſs. 


__ Rr \ Mi. a. 4 FY © 4 (' 
S * - S - - C —_— __6n- — 


__ on poor feeble Scribler , ſpeak of me, 
In.as bad Terms', as the "World Ro 
. thee. 
Sit ſin og, in thy Hole ,, like a vext Toad, 
And fnilL of ox, and 4alice , ſpit abroad. 
Thouci:'ft hurtno Mars Fame,with thy ill word ] 


s Lo Pen, ts full as harvileſs as md Sword. p 
- Seneca's Troas , 8; 2, Chorus... , | \ 
Af Death , nothing i is, and nothing , Death 4 

| The utmoſt Limits of a gaſp of Breath : 
Let the ambitious Zealot , lay alide, . © 
His hopes of Heav'n (where Faith is but his pride & 
| Let Slaviſh Souls, lay by their Fear , Ii 


Nor be roncernd , which way , nor —_— 
A tc 


($1) 
After this life they ſhall be hurl'd, 
1.” JDead, we become the Lumber of the world; 
FAnd to that Maſs of Marrer ſhall be ſwept, (kept. 
Where things deſtroy'd, with things Unborn, are 
ave] Devouring time ſwallows up whole, | 
Impartial Death confounds Body and Sol. 
ah For Hel, and the foul Fiend, that rules, 
Gods everlaſting fiery Goales, | 
8 Devis'd by Rogues, dreaded by Fools; 
(With tis grim griezly DPog;that keeps theDoor) . 
Areſenflefs Srories, idle Tales, ': 
Dreams, Whimſeys, and no more. 


I 
S 


wy Upon N othing. 


or Nevis thou Elder Brother ev'n to ſhade, 
Thou badlſt a Being,e'rethe World was made, 
And (well fixt) art alone of ending not afraid, 


” et 2. 
E're time,and place,were,time,and place,werenot 
| When Priminive Nothing, ſomething ſtrait begot, 
th Thenall Proceeded from the great united--What? 


| 3 
Something, the ger'ral Attribute of all, 
Sever'd, from thee, it's ſole Original, _ 
Into thy boundleſs ſelf, muſt undiſtinguiſh'd fall. 


” 


te D z Yet 


de 
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4 
Yet ſomething did thy mighty pow'r command. f6 
And from thy fruitful emptineſles hand, E: 
Snatcht Men, Beaſts, Birds, Fire, Aire, and Landy 


S 
Matter, the-wicked' ſt Off-fpring of thy Race, 
By forme aſliſted, flew from thy embrace; 

And Rebel Light,obſcur'd thy reverend duskyFace. 


T 


| <6 
With form and Matter, time,and place,did join, 
Body, thy Foe, with thee did Leagzes combine, 
To ſpoil thy peaceful Kealm,and ruineall thy Line. 4 


BE 7 
But Turn-Coat-Time,. aſliſts the Foe in vain, 
And brib'd by thee, affiſts the ſhort liv'd' Rezgy, 
And to thy hungry YYomb, drives back'thy Slaves 


(again. 
c | 


Tho Myſteries are barr'd from Laich-Eyes, 
And the Divine alone, with FYarrant pryes, _ 
Into thy Boſome, where thy truth in private lyes. 


"HH 


= 
Yet this of thee, the wiſe may freely ſay, F 
Thou from the Yirtuous, nothing tak'ſt away, | 7 
| And to be part of thee , the YYcked wiſely pray: 


IO 


(53) 


; IO 
1. [Great Negative, how vainly wou'd the Wife, 
Enquire, define, diſtinguiſh, teach, deviſe , 


"dDidit thou not ſtand to point their dull Philoſophies 


II 
s, Or is not,, the two great ends of Fate, 
And true, or falſe, the Subjeft of debate, 
That pefect, or deſtroy, the vaſt deſigns of Fare. 


| 12 
When they have rack'd the Politicians Breaſt, \, 

Within thy Boſome, moſt ſecurely reſt, 

And whenreduc'd to thee,are leaſt unſafe, & beſt. 


; 8. 
{But Nothing, why does ſomething ſtill permit, 
- That Sacred Monarchs, ſhou'd at Conncel ſit, 
With Perſons highly thought,at beſt,forNorhing fit , 


14 
Whilſt weighty Something, modeſtly abſtains, 
From Princes Coffers,and from States-Mens Brains, 
{And Nothing there, like ſtately Nothing reings. 


>" ty 
Nothing who dwellſt with Fools,in grave diſguiſe, 
For whom they Reverend ſhapes,& formes deviſe. 
| Lamn-ſleeves,&Furrs,& Gowns when they like thee 
Fe ' - (look wiſe: 


R $f _ 
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I6. 

French-Tru th, Ditth Prowelſs,: Britiſh Policy, 
Hybernian Learning, Scotch Givitity, - 
Spaniards diſpatch, Danes Wit, are mainly ſeen i in 


(thee. 
The great: Mans PS to His beſt F rend,: 


King Promiſes, Whores Vous, : towards thice they 


bend,” 
Flow Iwittly into _ _ in I thee ever end. 


—_—. 


 Vpon his leaving his Mipriſs. 


TFT Is not that Frm weary grown, 

Of being yours, and yours alone, 

But with what Fact can TI incline, 

To damn youto beonly mine ? 

You whom ſome; kinder Pow'r did faſhion, - 
By merit, and by inclination, - i. 
The j joy at leaſt of one whole Nation: 


Let meaner $ pirits of your Sex 

With humbler aims, their thoughts perplex,. 
And boaſt, it by their Ars they. Fan, OSes 1 6 
Contrive to make one happy Mar ; 

Whilſt moy'd by an impartial Senſe, 

Favours like Nature you Uipence, 

With Univerfal IN 


Ice 


wich 


— 
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See the kind Seed-receiving Earth , 
o ev'ry Grain affords a Birth; * 
On her no Show rs unwelcome fall, 
Her willing Womb, retains em all, 
And ſhall my Celia be confin'd ? 
o, live up to thy mighty Mind , 

| And be the Miſtriſs of Mankznd. 


Song. 


IN the Fields of Lincolns Im, 
Underneath a tatter'd Blanket, 
On a &lock-Bed , God be thanked , 
Feats of ACtive Love were ſeen. 


Phillis , who you know loves Swiving » 


As the Gods love pious Pray's ; 
Lay moſt penſively contriving , 
How to Fuck with Pricks by pairs. 


Coridon's aſpiring Tarſe , 


Which to Cunt , hadne're ſubmitted ; 


Wet with Am'rous:Kiſs ſhe fitted , 
To her leſs frequented Ar--- 


Strephon's,, Was a handful longer , = 
Stiffly propt with eager 'Zuft5 


None for Champion , was more ſtronger , 


This into her Cunt he thruſt. 
F: Fo D 4 


r — 


(56) | 


Now for Civil Wars prepare , 

Rais'd by fierce inteſtine buſtle. 
When theſe Heroes meeting juftle , 
In the Bowel-s of the fair. | 


They tilt , and thruſt with horrid pudder , 
Blood, and ſlaughter is decreed ; 

Hurling Souls at one another , 

Wrapt in flakey Clorrs of See. 


Nature had 'twixt C--t and A-ſe , 
Wiſely plac'd firm ſeparation ; 
God knows elſe what deſolation 
Had enſu'd fromWarring Tarſe. 


Though Fare , a diſmal end did threaten , 
It prov'd no worſe than was delir'd. 

The Nymph was ſorely Ballock beaten , 
Both the Shepherds ſoundly tir'd. 


” —_ —_— — 


— = 


Upon his drinking a Bowl. 


N/ Pew contrive me ſich a Cup , 

/ -- As Neftor us'd of old 3 

Shew all thy skill to trim it up , 
 Damask it round with Gold.. 


Mate 


Make it ſo large, that fil'd with Sack., 
Up to the ſwelling brim ; _ 

Vaſt. Toaſts , -on the delicious Lake , 
Like Ships at Sea may ſwim. 


{| Engrave not Battail on his Cheek, 
With Y/7ar , I've noughtto do ; 

Þm none of thoſe that took Maſtrich , 
Nor Tarmouth Leapger knew. 


Let it no name of Planets tell , 
Fixt Stars , or Conſtellations ; 
For I am no Sir Sydrophell , 
Nor none of his Relations. 


But carve thereon a ſpreading 3x , 
Then add Two lovely Boys ; 

Their Limbs in Amorous folds intwine, 
The Type , of future joys. 


Cupid, and Bacchus , my Saints are , 
May drink, and Love, ſtill reign , 

With YV;ze , I waſh away my cares , 
And then to Cnr again. 


Song. 


(49 


-: 


S Cloris full of harmleſ Gm: 2 
Beneath a Willow lay ; 1 
Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought ; 
To pals the time away. 


She bluſkt to be encounter dfo : 
And chid the Amorous Swajr ; 

But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and'go , 
He pull d her down again. 


' A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz d her Heart , 
In ſpight of her diſdain; 


' - She founda Pulſe i in ev'ry part , 


And Love inev Ty Vain. 


Ah you (faid ſhe) what Charmes are theſe? ; <3 


That conquer and ſurprile ; 


* - Ahlet me--- for unleſs you pleaſe , 


I have no Pow'r to rife. 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay , 2 HH 


For fear he ſhou d comply; 
Her lovely Eyes, her Heart betray , 
'_ Andgives her Tongze the lye. 


-Thus ſhe , whom Prizces had deny'd , 
With all their Pomp and Train ; 

\Was in the lucky Afnuretry'd , 

” Andylcldedtothe Swair. 


hand 


MM LI i 43 = 


— = | 


_”, 3 = Lot 


. 


_ 059) 
þ\/)/ 


- 


Uoth the" Dircheſs of Cl----,, to Mrs. 
Kfſ=ooe i. | 

I'd fain have a Prick, but how to come by't ; 

I deſire you'le be ſecret, ; and give your advice, 

Though Cunt be not coy, Reputation is nice.. 


To ſome Cellar, in; Sodom, your Grace muſt retire, 
There Porters,withBlack-pots,fit round aCcal-fire; 
There open your Ca/e,and your Grace cannot fail, 
Of a douzen of Pricks, for a douzen of Ale. 


Is't ſo quoth the Dutcheſs ? Ah by God, quoth the 
Whore. _ ; 

Then give me the Key,that unlocks the Back-dore; 

For I had rather be fackt by Porters,and Car-mer., 

Then thus be abus'd by C--- -, and G------ | 


Sons. 


| Riſe at Eleven, I Dine obout-T wo, +. 

I get drunk before Seven., .and the rext 
thing I db; = bran vere RE 

I ſend for my Whore, when for fear of a Clap,.... : 


j 1 Spend in her hand, and I Spew in her Zap: 


There we quarrel, and ſcold, till I fall 2flcep, 
#4(11 Eel Con When | 


f 60.) 
When the Bitch, growing bold, to my Pocket does 
creep 3 | | 
. Thenſlyly ſhe leaves me, and to revenge th' af-- 
front, 

At once ſhe bereaves me of oney and Cunt. 

If by chance then I wake, hot-headed, and drunk 
* What a coyle do I make for the loſs of my Punk ? 
- I ſtorm, andI roar, and I fall in a rage, 
And miſſing my Whore, I bugger my Page: 
Then crop-lick, all orning, I rail at my Men, 
And in BedI lye Yawning, till Eleven again. | 


M1 ,_ > hed 
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SONG 6 

] ve a Woman | yare an Afs, | I 

1 Tis a moſt infipid Paſſion C 

" To chooſe ont for your happineſs / 

The idleſt part of Gods Creation. r 

Let the Porter, and the Groome, 

Things deſign'd for dirty Slaves, R 

Drudee in fair Arurelias Womb, V 
To get ſupplies for Age, and Graves. 

Farewel Woman, I intend, - . ; £0. 

Henceforth, ev'ry Night to ſit, 
With my lewd well natur'd Friend, | B 
_ Drinking, to engender Wie. 31 


- 
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Then give me Health , Wealth , Mirth , and Wine, 


And if buſie Love , intrenches , 
There's a ſweet ſoft Page , of mine , 
Does the trick worth Forty Wenches. 


PER hh 


Song to Cloris. 


Air Clorss in a Pig-Stye , lay, 
Her tender Herd, lay by her, 
She ſlept in murming gruntlings., they 
Complaining of the ſcorching Day ; 
Her ſlumbers thus inſpire. 


She dreamt, while ſhe with careful pains , 
| Her ſnow Arms employ'd, 
In my Pazles , to fill out Grains, 
One of her Love convicted Swaynes, 
Thus haſting to her cry'd. 


Fly Nymph ! O fly! e're*tis too late, 
A dear lov'd life to fave, 
Reſcue your Boſom Pig , from Fate, 
Who now expires, hung in the Gate , 
That leads to yonder Cave, - 


My ſelf had try'd to ſet him free , 
Rather than brought the News , 


| But I am fo abhorr'd by thee , 
F That ev'n thy Darlings life from me, 


I know thou woud'lt refuſe, 


- 


" "Struck --5: 


\ 


"ry (62) 


Struck with the News, as quick the Ayes, . 
As bluſhes to her. Face ; 
Not the bri ght Lightning from the Skies , 


Nor Love, 'ſhot from her brighter Dyes: bl 


Move half ſo ſwift a pace. 


Thhis-Pot., it ſeems the luſtful , Slave E 
Had laid againſt her Zozor , 
Which not one Gogd,, took care to ſave , 
For he purſuesher to the Cave, 
And throws himſelf ppon her. . 7 . 


Now pierced is her VaginZ 07/12 
She feels the Foe within it, \ 
She hears a broken Ant L TOUS groan ; a 
The panting Zovers fainting moan ; 
Jaſt in the happy dine. 


Frighted ſhe wakes , and waking Friggs ; : 
Nature thus kindly. easd, 

In dreams rais'd by her murm! ring Pipgs 4 

And her own Thumb between her Legs F 
- She innocent and-pleas'd. 


- we 
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PLS 
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(3"* me leave to rail at you, 

I ask nothing but my due-; 

To call youfalſe , and then to ſay 
You ſhall not keep my Heart aday. 
But alas ! againſt my will, 

I muſt be your Caprive ſtill, 

Ah! be kinder then, 'forT 
Cannot.change, and wou'd not dye. 


Kindneſs has reſiſtleſs charmes , 
All beſides , but weakly move, 
Fierceſt Anger it difarmes,,” 
And clips the Wings offiying love. 
Beamty , does:the Heart jnvade , 
Kindneſs only can perſwade ; 
It guilds the Lovers, ſervile Chain , 
And makes the Slave ,; graw:;pleas'd again; 


The Anſwer. 


N@thing adds to your fond Fire , 
More than ſcorn , and cold diſdain , 
I tocheriſh your deſire, 

7. Kindneſs us d , but 'rwas in vain, 


You 


(64) 
You inſulted on your Slave , 
Humble love you ſoon refus'd, 
Hope not then a pow'r to have, 
When inglorioully you ud. 


Thiak not Thirſis, I will ere , 

By my love my Empire looſe ; | 
You grow conſtant through deſpair , . 
Love return'd , you wou'd abuſe. 
Though you ſtill poſſeſs my Heart , 6G 
Scorne, and rigor , I mult feign. 
Ah! forgive that only Art, 

Love has keft, your love to gain. 


= ragand ? 


You that coa'd my Heart ſubdue , T 
To new Congueſtsne're pretend, | 

Ler your example make me'true', 

And of a Conquer'd Foe'; a Friend : 

Then if ere I ſhou'd complain , 
Of your Empire , or my Chain , Fs $4 1 
Summon all your pow'rful Charmes , 

And ſell the Rebel, in your Armes Z 


(65) 
Song: 


Ps be gentler Tadviſe, . os” 
Make up for time miſpent , rs 
When Beauty, on its Death-bed lyes 
" 'Tis high time torepent. 


Snch is the Malice of your Fate, 

| That makes you ola ſo ſoon, 

Your pleaſure ever comes too late, s by: 
How early ere begun, = 


Think what a wretched thing is ſhe; | 4 
, Whoſe Srzrs, contrive in ſpight, 
The Morning of her love ſhou'd be, 
Her faiding Beanties Night. - 
Then if to make your ruin more; 
Yon'll peeviihly be coy, . *-- 
Dye with the ſcandal of 4 Whore, 
And never know the joy- 


PR # . yo. «* -» 
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Song, 


| LVAYVES cruel pains Corinna, takes, 
| - To force that harmleſs frown, | 
bers, E _—_. 


LY , . 
. . . , off 
Jad REL _ now 
% 


” 
Pa —_ — 
- uw 
. — = of G -. an. 


| C66) 
When not a Charme her Face, forſakes 3 
Love, cannot looſe his own. 


So ſweet a Face, ſo ſoft a Heart, 
Such Eyes, fo very ki 
'Betray alas / the filly Art, 
Virtue had ill deſign'd- 


Poor feeble Tyrant, whoin'vain, 
Wou'd proudly take upon her, 
Againſt kind Nature, to-maintain, | 
AﬀeCted Rules of Honor. 


The ſcorn ſhe bears, ſo helpleſs proves 
WhenlT plead paſlion to her, 

That much ſhe fears, but more ſhe loves, 
Her /fal ſhon'd undo her. 


/ Gn 


DL —— 


Womans Honor. 


Ove, bad me hope, and I obey'd; 
Philis continu'd ſtill unkind, 

- Thenyon may enedeſpair he faid 

In vain I ſtrive to change her 242d. 


Honor*s got in, and keeps her Heart ; 
Durſt he but venture orice abroad, 
In my own right I'd take your part, 
. And ſhew my elf the mighticr God, 


. « Lead th wWwrm 


This| 
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(67) 
This huffing Honour domineers, 
In Breaſt alone, where he has place ; 
But if true gen'rous Zove-appears, , 
The Hefor dare not ſhew his Face 


Let me ſtill Languiſh and complain, | 
Be moſt unhumanely deny'd, NT 
[ have ſome pleaſure in my pain, 
She can have none with all her Pride, 


I fall a Sacrifice to. Love, 

- She lives a / Yrerch for Honours ſake, . 
Whoſe Tyrant does moſt cruel prove, 05> ) 
The difference is not hard to make. * | 


Conſider real Honour then, 

You'll find hers cannot be the ſame, 
"Tis Noble confidence in Men, 
In YYomer, mean miſtruſtful ſhame. 


Song. 


O this moment a Rebel! I throw down my 
Arms . 5 
Great Love, at firſt light ** Olindas, bright 
charmes, ' | | 
Made proud, and-ſecure, by {.ch&rces as theſe, 
You may now play the Tyrant, as ſoon as you 
pleaſe. , | * 


"2 on When 


(68) _ 
When Innocence Beauty, and YVirdo conſpire ;- {Le 
To betray, aud engage, and inflame my deſire. 
'Why ſhou'd I decline, what I cannot avoid; 
And let pleaſing hope, by baſe fear be deſtroy'd, 


Her innocence cannot contrive to undo me, JT} 

Her Beanty's inclin'd, or why ſhou'd it perſue me? j 
-- And Y/3t,has to pleaſure, beenever a Friend, (end. JBu 

Then what room for deſpar,ſince delight is Loves 


There can be no danger in ſweetneſs , and youth, IYc 
Where Love, is fecur & by good nature and truth. I 
On her Beanty I'll gaze, and of pleaſure complain, JT] 
While ev't kind look adds a Zizk to my Chair. |} 


Tis more to maintain, that in was to ſurprize, - JAl 
But hetY/77: leads in triumph theSl/ave of herEyes, 

1 beheld, with the loſs of my freedom before, Fo 
Bur hearing, for ever muſt ſerye and adore. | 


Too bright is my Goddeſs, her Temple too weak, {W 
Retire Divine mage, I feel my Heart break, 

Help Love / 1 diflolve in a Rapture of Charms, T] 
At the though of thoſe joys, I ſhou'd meet in her 


- 
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re. cm —_— — »_\ 


—_— _— lt m— 


Might our enjoyments prove? _ 
But you with formal Fealouſie, | 
 . Are Rl tormenting Love: 


2299 LOBE I — RNS; FS / 
* happy Clor;s (were they free) ” JE 
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W 
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5" Let us (ſince Wit'i us us how) - 
Raiſe Pleaſure to the top, __ | 
If Rival Bottle, you'll allow, N13 


'd] Pl ſuffer Rival Fop, 


.. JTher's not a brisk intipid Spark, C 
& 4 That flutrers in the Town, 023453 
d, JBut with your wanton*Eyes you mark, + 

7 The Coxcomb for your own. 


h; JYou never think it worth your care, © _ 

h. 3 How empty, nor how dull, 

nJThe Heads of your admirers are, -—@ ——— =) 
So that their Cods be full. 


All this yon freely may confels, 
$11 Yet we'll not difagree 3. | | 
For did you love your pleaſure Igfs, .. 


| You'were not fit for me. 


ff 


© While I my paſſion to perſue, 
Am whole AVights taking in, 

The luſty Fuict of Grapes, take you 

r] The luſty Fnjce of er. 


” ——. ÞAlM—  ———— _—_— — 


| Love and Life a Song. 
A LL my paſt Life is mine no more;- 
I The flying hours are gone; 
{Like tranſitory Dreams giv'n ore, 


Whoſe Images are kept in ſtore, * 


(70) | 

What ever is to'come, is not, 7 [7h 

How can it then be mine? & ©” | 

The preſent Moment's all my Zot, TE 
And that as faſt as it 1s got," | 

Phillis, is wolly thine. 


| Then talk not of inconſtancy, _ _ 
Falſe Hearts, and: brokett Fows, 

If I by M4racle can be, | 

This live-long Minute true to thee, 
*T 'was all that Heavn allows. 


i 


_Y 
_— 


The Fall, « Song. 


| Fo» bleſt was the Created State, + 
Of Mar, and Woman, e're they fell; 

Compar'd to our unhappy Fare ; A 

' © We need not fear another Hell. 


Naked beneath cool Shades they lay,  - 
Enjoyment waited on deſire. MS 

Each 2/ember did their wills obey, ? 
Nor cou'da wiſh, ſet pleafare higher —— =o 


But we poor Slaves, to hope and fear, 
Are never of our joys ſecure. F oh c 

:They leſſen ſtillas they draw near. _ - / 

' . And none but dull delights endure. | 


. "# - - 
Then 
- | _ 


| (7t) 
T hen Clorz, while I duty pay, 
| The Noble Tribute of my Heart. 
| Be not you ſo ſevere to fay, 
You love me for a fraller oy 


if 


Sou 


\ AV; Ele ofi n thoſe lovely looks ora, 
To ſea Wrerch purkungs [> 
Jin Raptures of a bleſt amaze. | on 
This pleaſing happy xain-:. 

Tis not for pd that I move, 


| His Fate is too aſpi iN 
| Whaſe Heart, broke with a Load of love; 
Dyes wiſhing, and admiring.” 


But if this 3Lerder you'd forgo, 
Your Slavefforr Death removing, - 
Let me your Art of Charming knows, ... 
Or learn you mine of Loving. 
But whether Life, or Death. betide, _ 
-# Inlove, 'tis equal meaſi 
The Yi&or lives with wn pride: 
The Fey Ge" wi Ow 


+ f* Ed 
Song. 


-® 


And daily Rambles up and down, 


(29) 
S mg: 


BY all Loves ſoft, baits 3 Pow? rs. 
It 1s a thing unfit, - 


That en ſhou'd Fuck in time of Flow'rs : : 
Or when the Smock's beſhir. 


Fair naſty Nymph, be clean an kind, 

. And allmy my jo s reſtore ;. = ate” 

By uſing Paper fill behind,” If | 
And Spunges for before, 4 


My ſpotleſs Flanes can nere decay, 
If afterev'ry cloſe; -'*- - -* [ 7:24 IG) 

- My ſmoakin OR Be Fra, el-c:2;4 
Withott Blobdy Xs oh 6 S Fro , 

If thou wou'dſt have me ar, be kind, 


And take to cleanly fin! Ya wh | _ 
_ "None but freſh Lovers Pricks C can riſe,” 


ent edt y-pod hd Rd LY PR not 3 


At Fills Dy" _ 7, 
— DR — BERRY 
24d evol 5 
KY, 7” 4 H | 24 ! 
wh 9 II 277 1 
RY room, fora Blade of the 2 
That takes'delight inRoaring, + * 


And at Nighe in the Street Iyes WE 


ny 
'| That for the noble name of "Sparks 
| Dares his Compariow' rally ; 
Commits an out-rage in the dark, 
Then flinks into an Alley. - 
To ev'ry Female that he meets , 
He ſwears he bares affeCtion., 
{| Defies all Laws , Arrefts", and Feats; * 
By the help of akind Protettion. 
hen he intending further wrongs: 
By ſome reſenting Call , 
J 1s decently run through the Liaigs ,, 
And there San end of Bulb. ; 


\ 
—_— 


T te WE: 
# STALE . 
Soup: | 30H», 
fie 7G | N36 


| "A, Gaink the Charmes ay "OM have., ; 
> + How weak all np $kill is ? 
Since uy can make a. 4, Slave , EN + 
7 To.fuch,a Biech as Ph ny 219 


FF Whom that I may deſcribe Ukronghout 5. 
- Aſſiſt me Bawdy Pow'rs, NR 
| Il yrite upon a double Cloue, <0 To By 
. And dip my Pen OY 1, - SF n 


Her look s demately mo, M JN wt "4 
| _ Ungainly nary OG 
ter Mod, is inſolent , 


=_ 
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A Proftitute, to all the Tows ; 5 
And yet with ng an Friends , 


Sherails , and ſcolds,: when ſhe LY don wt 


And curſes when ſhe ſpends. ©. 


Bawdy i in thoughts, bo in words, ,; 
Ill natur'd, and a 


Her Belly, is2 Bas of T: Irde., | 
And her C--t , 2 conmonſhore. 


: 
7 ue 


SOUP... 
# ] Carinot change as others FR 
" Though you unjaſHy ſcorn 
Since that poor Swayne that ſighs for you. 
For you. alone was horn. 1; Ne 

No HHS + 00,4 FOUL wr fa 
, A farer wayT| 

And to revenge Seb phted I fore. 


Wil ſtill love Kh , _ love 6, "aug | 


When kilkd'with WA" 1s les. 
And you to mind ls <a doare 
.  iThefghs that now urpitty" cs nip: PTR 
| *- ears thar a IH) 
| at welcome hour that. tat 
| Will then-be your pain para OO 
For ſuch a fait rn Fl BOB s, \ 


Can never breaky cantever iran 


- 
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The Mock;Song: ,*. 1. » 


IJ Swive as well as others do, | 
I'm young, not yet deform'd , W. 
I My tender Heart, ſincere, and true , 
Deſerves not to be ſcorn'd. 
Why Phils then , why will you ſwive 4 
With Forty Lovers niore-? | | 
Can I (faid ſhe) with Nazxre ſtrive , 
Alas I am,, alas Iam a Whore. G1 


Were all my Body larded o're , 
With Darts of love, fo thick, 
[That you might find in ev'ry Pore, 
A well-ſtick ſtanding Prickz . 
Whilſt yet my Eyes alone werefree rats of 
My Heart , wou'd never doubt , |, 
In Am'rous Rage , and Extalie 


_ To wifhthol Fyes,to wiſh thoſe Eye fugkt out:-. 
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/ 
Actus Primiis Scena Prinaa, 


Enter Tar ſander and Smiveanthe,.  ' © 


The Scene, 
cc. ky. WE”, | 
h Tia- <t 


4: . 300 414 of ' 6 E. 
Bed-Chamber.. __ . 


% ” 


thank 3... | 


'o&. And yet adore 
| | 'em lank 2; + OT 
= Unhappy AMortals ! whoſe ſyblimeſt Joy. > in 


. Preys 0n it ſelf, andd3es'it felf deſtroy. | -.-/_ | 
_ _ Swi.Donotithy Tayſe, Natures beſt gift.deſpiſe, 


That C--e , that made it fall, will make it riſes + | 


Though it a while the Amorous Combat ſhum 

'- And ſeems from mine Ins thy Finns by 

- Yet "twill teturn , morevig'rous , and more fierce; 

. Than flaming Dr«zkard,when he's dyd in Tierce; 

- It but retires , as looſing Gameſfters do , 

- Till they have rais'd a Stock to play a new. 

Tar, What pleaſure has a Gamſter,if he knows, 

. When e're he plays, that he muſt always {0oſe ? 

.. Swi. What Pego looſes, 't were a pain to keep, 
We fay not that our Nights are loſt in ſleep 3 

What pleaſures we in thoſe ſoft Wars employ, 


Es 


f 


| Tar. For ſtanding Faifes we' kind Nature 
| thoſe Cunts that _make | 


_ Wedonot waſt,but tothe full enjoy.ſex7arſanders - 


. l oe 
% : Ez ; en, 


* 
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tr). 


Enter C thia. 


. Cel.Madam,methings thoſe ſleepy Eyes declare; 

Too lately you have eas'd a Lovers care'; © 

I fear you have with intereſt repaid , 

Thoſe eager thruſts, which at your Cunt he made. 
Swi. With force united, my ſoftHeart he ſtorm'd, 

Like Age he doated', but fike Youth perfornrd. 

She that alone her Lover can withſtand , 

Is more than Womar,or he lefs than Mar. LExennr. 


—_— — —_— 
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Fhe firſt Letter from B. to Mr; E. 


| JAcamin Taſt Night on Mrs Farley , 
My Prich,was up this Aorning early 5 
' And Iwas fain without my Gown, 
To riſe ith cold, to get him down: : 
Hard ſhift alas, but yet a ſure , 
Although 1t be no pleaſing cure; . 
OQfOld, thefair eAgyprian Slattern, 
' For Luxury ,: thathad no Pattern p - * 
Tofortifie her Roman Swinger , | 
Inſtead of Nutmegs , Mace and Ginger , 
Did ſpice his Bow'ls (as Story tells) | 
With Warts of Rocks, and Spawn of Shells; 
It had been happy for her Grace, ©. © 
' Had I been in the Raſcals place. - | 
I who do {corn that any Stone,  _ < - - 
Shou'd rate my Pjnrle , but my om taad 


(78) 
Had laid her down on ev ty Couch , | 
And ſpard'd her Pearl , and Diamond Brouch , 
Until-her Hot-taild Majefty , ' — 
Being happily reclaim'd by me , 
From all her wild expenſive ways 
Had worne her Gems on Holy Days. 
But ſince her C--- has long done itching , 
'Let us diſcourſe of Afodern Birching. 
I muſt intreat you by this Letter, . 
"To enquire for Whores , the more the better: 
i Hunger makes any man a Gluttor , 
}* Roberts , Thomas ,, Mrs. Dutton. 
(Or any other Bawdof note , 
Inform of a freſh Perricoar. 
J:nquire , I pray , with Friendly care, 
Where their reſpeCtive Lodgings are. 
Some dc compare a Man t' a Barque , 
A pretty /eraphor , pray mark , - 
- Andwith a long and tedi.ous ſtory, 
Wall all the Tackling lay before ye. 
The Sails are Hope , thi2 Maſts delire 4 
Till they the gentleſt Racer tire. 
But howſo'ere; they keep» a pudder , 
I'm ſure the Pzntl e is the Rudder. 
The pow'rftl Ra dder , 'which' of force , 
To 7own,- muſt\hortly ſteer my Courſe 3 
Andit you do not ; there provide 
A Port , where I may ſafely ride. 
Lanfing in-haſte , in ſome foul Creek ,- 
*Tistento one, I ſpring a Lek. 
Next, I muſt make it my re.uelt , 
It you have any iu ntereſt ; Es 


wad gn wit 42A £A 
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Or can by any means diſcover, 
Some lamentableRhyming Lover , 


 Whoſhall in Numbers harſh and vile ; 


His 24ftriſs , Nympb , or Goddeſs ſtile. 
Send Ar Laboursdown to me , 
By the firſt opportunity. 
or any K - bts of your round Table © 
To other Scriblers formidable. 
Guilty themſelves of the fame Crime , 
Dreſs Nonſeriſe up in ragged Rhyme , 
As once a Week,, they ſeldome fail , 
Inſpir'd with Love , and Gria-Tron Ale. 
Or any paultery Poetry , 
Thofrom the Univerſity. ; 
Who when the X--- and Q---. were there , 
Did both their Wit and Learning ſpare ; 
And have (I hope) endeayour'd lince , q 
To make the World iome recompence. 
Such damn'd Fuſtia» , when you meet , 
Be not too raſh, or indiſcreet ; 
Tho they can find no juſt excuſes, 
| To put'*em to their proper uſes; ' 
Tho fatal Privy , or the Fre , 
Their Nobler Foe , at my deſire. 
Reſtrain your nat'rall profuſeneſs,, * 
And ſpare'em , though you have a looſeneſs, 


£95) 


7 jus Anfwer. IT 


AS RE Harlots , "us to ſhrink ; 

From .Lerchers , dos'd with ſleep and drink 
| When tthey intend to-make up Pack, + 

By filching Sheers ,. or Shirt from Back, 

So were you pleas'd to ſteal away 

From me , whilſt on your Bed 1 lay : 

But long you had not. been departed, 


When pincht with cold from thence 1 ſtarted 3 i; 


Where miſſing you , 1 ſtampt and ſtar'd , 
' Like Bacon , when-he wak'd and heard , 
His Brazen Head , invainhad ſpoke 5 
And faw-itlye in Pietes. broke, 


» Sighing ; I to my Chamber make , 


And ey'ry Limb , was ſtiff as Stake: 


Unleſs poor Pego , Which 


did feel ; 


> Like flimey Skin of new fl 


Tipt Eele ; 4 


Or Pudding , that miſchance had gots 7 
And ſpent it "ſelf half in the Por; , 
With care, I cleans'd the feaking 7 Varlet ; 
That late had been in Pool of Harlot...: 

- But neither Shire , nor Water cou'd , 
Remove the ſtench of Leach'rous Mud. 
The Queen of Love from Sea did ſpring, 
Whence the beft C--rs ſtill ſmell like Ling: 


But ſure this damn'd notorious: Bitch , | 
Was made 0'th' froth of Fane Shores Dich, FRE 
Or elſe her C--t cau'd never ſtink , 


- IE EPS that's foul » Or 


207 Sink. 


— 


« _ a 


Whey . 


"=o | 


| 


| 


| 
| 
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When this was done, to Bed I went , 


} And the whole Day , in ſleep I ſpent ; 


But the nexc Morning , Irclh and gay , 
As Cnizen , on Holy Day ; 


| 1 wander'd in the ſpacious Town , 


Amongſt the Bawds , of beth renown! 


| To 7 empleT a-vilit made, - 


Temple | the Beauty of:her Trade! 
The only. ZBawd that ever I, 


Þ For want. of Whore cou: d occupy 4 


She made me Friends with 44rs. Cuſfley , 
Whom we indeed had -us'd too roughly 

| For by a gentler way'l 'found , 

The Whore , wou'd Fuck under ten Pound. 
So reſty Fades , which ſcorn-to ſtir, 


[Though oft, provak'd-by-Switch , and ſpur 5 


By milder uſage may be got, 
To fall into: their wonted Trot. 

But what ſucceſs I further had , ..'; 
And what diſcov* ries g60d , -and bad; gil2 
I made roving up , and down, 

PII tell you when you.cometo- T, own tt 
. Further, Ihave obey:dryoaur motion; 


'J Though much: proyok-&by Pl, and-Potion ; 


And ſent you down ſome panlery Rhymes z; of 
The greateſt. grievance: of our-rimes ; > 
When ſpch;as Vatwre., never made 


its Empire”, both the Szage,, and Preſs; 
nd which:is worſe , with.good ſuccels. 


# Poets dayly will invade 


F The 


(82) 


The Second Letter from B-- wel | - 
Mr. E----< 5 els : 

| l 

Do PIE At 


TF I can guels the Devil choak me, 

What hotrid fury*cou'd provoke thee , ' 
To uſe thy railing , ſcurr lous Wit, © ' 
'Gainſt C--t , and Pr<-b;” the ſource of i it: 

' For what but C--r, and Fr<ck,, does raiſe ©? 
Our thoughts to Soties; and EET FF 
Enables ns to Arnagram '* Ss 
And other Amorous flinyfamis' 2 

Then we write Plays ; and-ſo proceed ;; 

To Bays, -the Poets ſacred: Weed 

Haſt no reſpect for God Priapms? - 

That Antient Story, ſhall not ſcapei us." 

Priapus , was a Roman God, $2492 4":t x 
But in plain Engliſh , Prih , and Cod", \s 
That pleas their Siſters : Wives , and' Daghters | 
Guarded their Pippins ; afd Pommaters', _s wh 0 


For at the Orchards itmoſtentry oY OT Oy 
This mighty Deity ſtood'Temtry ; \ Heroes | 

Inveſted ita tatter'fBlanker ;5 700 tf - tt! 

To ſcare the Mag-Pyes., from chelr ner: Pu 
But this tay ſerve toſhew wetrample' 
On Rule , and Method", by example: :- {o; 
Of Moder ra Authors ; who do ſhap at #; Þ he 
Will talk of Ceſar , inthe Capitol , * 2 i107 2-1] 
Of Cintthins,, Beams-," and Sols ; bright Ray', 4 ch 
Known Foe; to Buttermilk , 26d Wheyſli 'Þf < 
W hich fofrens Wax , and hardens Clay: Cal 


( 33) 

[All this without the leaft connexion, 
Which to ſay truth's enough to vex one ; 
But farewel all Poerique dizzinils , 

And now to come unto the buſineſs. 

Tell the bright Nymph, how fad, and penſively 
E re ſince we us'd her fo offenſively , 
Indiſmal ſhades , with Armes a croſs, 
| ſit lamenting of my loſs; 

To Eccho, I her Namecommend , 
Who has it now at her Tongues end, 
- And Parror-like , repeats the ſame , 
For ſhou'd you ralk of T, amberlyn , 
Cuſfley ! ſhe cryes at the ſame time , 
Though the laſt Accents do not Rhyme : 
JFar more than-Eccho-, eredid yet , 
: 'YFor Phillis, or bright Amorer. 
With Pen-koife keen, of mod'rate ſize , 
\s bright and piercing as her Eyes ; 
r:,Þ glitrring Weapon , which wou'd (corne , F 
{-Jlopaira Vail, or cut a Corn ; 
i: Ppon the Trees , of ſmootheſt Bark , 
Þ carve hor Nz ame ,” orel{e her mark, 
hich commonly's a bleeding Heart 4; 
\ weeping Eye, or ffaming Darr. 
Here on a Beech » like Anrrous Sor , 
ſometimes carve a True-loves Kor ; 
Þ here a tall Oake , her name does beap: ' 
: Jn a large ſpreading Charatter. 
i '} choſe the faireſt , and the beſt 
Pt all the Grove, among the reſt. 
carv dit on a Lofty Pine , 
AſV hich who wept a pintof Turpentize ; 
F 2 Such 
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Suth was the terror of her Name ; + 
By ther eport of evil Fame 
Who tir'd with immoderate flight , 
H=i 1odg'd upon its Boughs all Night... 
The wary Tree , who fear'd a Clap, 
And knew the vertue of his $4p , 
nn Balſon into ev'ry Wound , 
And in an hours time was ſound.” 
But you are unacuanted-yet , 
With half the P ow'r of 4 noret , 
For the can drink , as well as ſwive 4 
Her growing E: pir c , {till muſt thrive, 
- Our Hearts weak F orts , we mull relign-F' 
When Zeazry does it's forces joyn . 
With ans ſtrong Enemy, good Wine: 
This I was told by my Lord O B----- $ 
A Man whoſe word , i much relie on, . 
He kept touch , and came down hither ,.. - 
When thou wert ſcar'd with the foul Weather : : 
But if thou wou'dſt forgiven be, 
Say that a Cunt detained thee. 


Cun:t!whoſe ſtrong CharmesgheWorld bewitches, 


"The joy of Kings ! the Beggars Riches !-: 

The Cowrtiers , buſineſs, States-marsleifure ! 
The tyrid Tinkers, caſe, and pleaſure ! 
Ofwhica alas I've leave to prate , 

But oh the rigor of my Fate! 7 
For want of bouncing. Bona Rob. ee” is os 
Lafciva eſt nobis pagina vita proba. * 
For that Rhyme, 1 was fam to fumble ,”-. 
When Pecgaſzs, begins to ſtumble, 

*Fis time £9 relt , your ver y humole- 


Ar. 


fr. | 


- 
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Mr. E--s. Anſwer. 


g2 ſoft , and Am'rouſly you write , 

Of Cunt , and Pr--h, the Cunts delight; 

"That were[ {til in Lazthorn ſweating , 

Swallowing of Bolzs, or 2 ſpitting , 

I ſhou'd forget each injury , 

The Pockey Whores , have offzr'd me', 

And only of my Fate complain , 

Becauſe I muſt from C--t abſtain. 

The pow'rfull Cuzrt.! Whoſe very name ? 

Kindles in me an amorous flame! 

Begins to make my Piptlerile , 

And long again to fight Loves Prize / 

Forgetful of thoſe many Scarrs , 

He was received in thoſe Wars. 

This ſhews. Loves chiefeſt Magick yes, 

In Homens C--ts , not in their Eyes, 

There Cxpid, does his Revells keep , 

There Lovers , all their ſorrows ſteep , 

For having once but taſted that , 2 

Our myferies are quite forgot. 

This may ſuffice to let you know , 

'ThatT to C--:, am not a Foe , 

Though you are pleas'd to think me fo : 

'Tis ſtrange his Zeal ſhou'd be in ſuſpition. 

Who dyes a Martyr , for's Reljo1on. | 
But now to give you an account 


Of Cujſley , that Whore Paramount ! 


 Cuffiey 
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Cuffey ! whoſe Beauty warmes the Age , 

And fills our Toth , with Love, and Rage , 

Who like fierce Wolves, purſue the Game , 

While ſecretly the Lech'rous Dame 

With ſome choice Gallant, takes her flight, 

Ard in a Corner Fucks all N 1ght. 

Then the next 4407nizg , we all hunt, 

To find whoſe Fizscrs, ſmell of Cunt. 

With jealouite , and Envy mov'd, 

Agalnlt the Man that was belov'd. 

Whilſt yu within ſome Neighb'ring Grove ; 

Indite the Story of your love, | 

And with your Pen-kxife , keen , and bright , 

On ſtately Trecs , your paſkon write, 

So that each mph that pailes through , 

Muſt envy her, and pity you ; 

We at the F leece z. Or at the Bear , 

With good Caſe-krife , well whet on Stair; 

A gentle V/eapon , made to feed 

Alanikznd , and not to make em bleed ; 

A thouſand am'rous fancies ſcrape, 

There's not a Pemter-aiſh , can icape, 

. Without her name , or Armes, which are, 

The ſame that Love, himſelf , does bear. 
Here one to ſhew you Love's no Glutton , 

I'th midſt of Supper, leaves his Mutton, 

Andon a greaſfie Plate , with care, 

Carves the bright Image of the Far. 
Another, though adrunken Sor , 

Neglects his Wine , and on the Pot , 

A band of naked Cupids draws , 

With Pr--kg, 00 bigget than heat ne. 

en 
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Then on a naſty Candleſtick, 
One figures Loves Hieropliphick , 
A Couchant Cunt , and-Rampart Prick, 
And that the tight may more inflame , 
The lookers on , ſubſcribe her name, 
Cujfley ! her Sexes Pride, and ſhame. 
There's not a ſan but does diſcover. 
By ſome fach Aftion he's her Lover , 
But now tis time to give herover , 
And let your Zordſhip , know , you are 
The A4iſftrifs , that employs our care ; 
Your abſence; makes'us Melancholly , 
Nor drink ,* nor C--? , can make us jolly; 
Unleſs wa've you within our Arms , 
In whom there dwells diviner Charmes ! 
Then quit with ſpeed the penſive Grove , 
And here in Towz , purſue your love ; 
Whereat your coming , you ſhall find, 
Your Servants glad , your M4iſtriſs kind , 
And all things devoted ta your 24:74. 


With your very Hum: 
ble Servant, 
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On Mr. E----- t----- #p01 bis 
| RE. -- 


dare , 

' For read It backward. , like a W, Itches 
| Prayr. 

'Twill do aswell; throw:not away your jeaſts, 

On ſolid 1V eaſouſe., thatabides all Teſts. 
Wit, like Tierce Claret, when't begins to path 
Neglected tyes, and'sof_ns uſe atall ; 
But in its full perfeCtion of decay , 
Turns Vireg4r , and comes again in as. 
This Similc , ſhall ſtand j in; thy defence , 
Gainſt ſuch dull Rogues , a now and then write 

ſenie. 
Helyes dear Ned,, who fays thy Brain, is barren 
Where deep conceits like /er-in,breed-in Carrin; 
Thou haſt a Brazz , ſuch as thou haſt indeed , 
On what elſe , ſhou'd thy Worm of Fancy feed! ? 
Yetin a Philbert , I have often known , 
Maggets', furvive , When all the Kerzel''s gone. 
Thy Sr#e's the ſame, what ever be the /heame, 
As ſome digeſtions , turn all Mear to Phlegm. 
Tiy ſtumbling Founder'd Fade, can Trota as high, 
As any other Pegaſus , can fly. 
As skillful Dyvers, to the bottom fall , 
Sooner than thoſe , that cannot ſwim at all ; 
So.in this way of writing: ,- withont thinking . 
Thou haſt a ſtrange Alatrity , in {i nking. - 
ou 
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Thou writ'ſt helow, even thy own nar'tal parts, 


And with acquir'd dulineſs, and new Arts, 
Of ſtudy'd VVon- ſenſe, tak" t kind Readers hearts, 
SO the dull Eee, moves nimbler in the 47d, 
Than all the ſwift Finn'd Racers, of the Flood. 
Therefore dear Ned, at my advice torbear, 
Such loud complaints 'gainſt Craticks to rrefer, 
Since thon art turn'd an Arrant Libeller : 
Thouſetr# thy Name, to whatthy ſelf does write, 
Did ever :Libe#, yet ſo ſharply bite 7 


C—— 


-—— —— 
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On the ſame Author upon 
his B----- Poo - 


. S when a Bully, draws his Sword, 
Though no Man gives him acroſs word ; 

And all perſwalions are in vain, 
To make him put it up again ; 
Each Mandraws too and falls upon him, 
To take the wicked Weapon from him : 
Ev'n ſo dear Ned, thy drip'rate Pen, 
No leſs diſturbs all witty er: : 
And makes 'em wonder what a Dev1l, 
Provokes thee to be ſo uncivil; 
When thou and all thy F riends muſt know ? cm, 
Thou yet wilt dare to Print thy Poe. 
That poor Cr7s fate, and thine are one, 
Who has his Pail pegg d! in a Bore; 
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Abont he runs, no body,ll own him. 
ten, Boys, 2nd Dogs, are allupon him. 
And firſt the greater Wrrs, were at thee, 
Now e&v'ry little Fool, -will pat thee. 
Fellows, that ne're were heard, or read of, 

(If thou writ'ſt on) will write thy head ot 
' Thus Maftives, only, have the knack; 
To caſt the Bear, upon his Back; 
Burt when th' unwildy Beaſt, is thrown, 
AMurgrills, will lerveto keep him down. 


Oz the ſame Author upon his 


*] Hou damn'd Antipodes to common ſenſe, 
Thou Foyle to Flaence! prethee tell from 
whence, | 
Does all this mighty Rock of dullneſs ſpring, 
Which in ſuch Loads thou-to the Srage doſt bring? 
ist all thy own ? or haſt thou from Szow-hill, 
-I If aſſurance of ſome Ballad making Quill ? 
No, they fly higher yet ; thy Plays are ſuch, 
I'd {wear they were tranſlated uot of Dutch : 
Ard who the Devil, was e're yetſo drunk, 
Torexd the olumes of Myna-Heer-V an Dunk? 
Fain wou'd I knew what Dyet thou doſt _ 
If thou dolt always, or cow never ſleep ?. 
Sure Haſty Pudding, is thy chicfeſt Djſh, 
Vw ith Lights, and. Livers, and with ſtinking Fiſh. 
__ Ox- 


(97) 

Ox-cheek Tripe,Garbage,thou doſt treat thy Br ain 
W hich nobly pays this Tribute back again. 
With Daxzy Koors, thy dwafiſh 21#/e is fed, 
A Gyants Body, with a Pigmyes Head. 
Canſt thon not find *mongſt thy num'rons Race, 
One Friend, ſo kind, to tell thee that thy Play's; 
Laught at by Bex, Pit, Gallery, nay Stage, 
And grown the naus'ous grievance of this Age ! 
Think on't a while, and thou wilt quickly find, 
Thy Body made for labour, not thy 44:d. 
Nor other ule of Paper, thou ſhou'dſt make, 
But carry Loads of Rhymes, upon thy Back z 
Carry vaſt Burthezs til thy Shoulders ſhrink, 
But curſt be he, that gives thee Per, and zk 
Thoſe dang'rous Weapons, ſhou'd be kep from 

' Fools, 
As Nurſe from their Children, keep Edge-tocls. 
For thy dull uſe, a Muckender were fit, 
To wipe the ſlav'rings of her Infant Wit: 
Which though *tis late (if F«/tice cond be found. 
Shou'd like blind, new born Pppy's,yer bedrown'd) 
For were it not we muſt reſpect afford, 
To any 44»/e, that's Grand-chil , to a Lord ; 
Thine, in the Ducking-ſtool, ſhou'd take her Seat, 
Drencht like her ſelf, in a'great Chair of Sraze, 
Where like a 4uſe, of Quality, ſh&1I dye, 
And thou thy ſelf, ſhalt make her £leoy, 
In the ſame Strain, thou writ'lt thy Comedy. 


J by 
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The Diſappointment, 


I, 


EE Day the Am'rous Liſander, 

By an impatient paſſion tway'd, 

SurPriz” d Fair Clor1s, that lov'd Maid, 

Who cou'd defend her ſelf no longer ; 

All things did with his love conſpire, 

The guilded Planer of the Day, 

In his gay Charrict, drawn by Fire, 

Was now deſending to the Seca, 

And left no light to guide the World, 

Eut what from Cloris brighter Eyes was hurl'd 


2, 
In a lone Zjcter, made for love, 
<tlent, as yeelding Maids conſent, 
She with a charming languiſhmentr, 
Permits his force ; yet gently ſtrove ; 
Her hands, his Boſome, ſoftly meer, 
But not to put him back deſign'd, 
Rather to draw him on inclin'd, 
"Whilſt the lay trembling at her F ect ; 
Reſiſtance, 'tis too late to ſhew, 
She wants the Fow-rto ſay--Ah ! what d'you do ? 


Zo 
Her bright Eyes iweet, and yet ſevere, 


As ber Love, and ſhame, confus dly ſtrive, 
Freſh 
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Freſh vigor, to Liſander give ; 

And whiſp ring ſoftly in his Ear, 

She cry*'d---ceaſe---ceaſe---your vain delire, 
Or I'll call out-mhat wou'd you doe ? | 
Hy dearer Honor, evn to you, 

I cannot--muſt not give=-retire, 

Or take that life, whoſe chiefeſt part, 

I gave you with the Congueſe of my Heart. 


4 
But he, as much unus'd to fear, 
As he was capable of Love, 
The bleſſed Annes to improve, 
Kiſles her Lips, her Neck, .her Hair ! 
Each touch ! her new deſires Allarmes ! 
His burning trembling hand he prett, 
Upon. her melting Snowy Breaſt, * .. 
While he lay panting/in his Armes/ ..... 
Allher ungarded Beaxrieslye,. ., 
The ſpoiles, and Trojhjes; of. the Enemy, | 


And now without reſpiet. ar fear, ©: 
He ſesks the Ovjett of his Vows. 

His love no modeſty allows: 

By ſwift degrees, advancing where. 
His daring Hard that Altar 1eiz'd, 
Where $Sods of Love, do Sacrifice ! 
That awful ZThroze ! that Paradice ! 


Where Rage is tam'd, and Anger pleas'd 2 ... 


That living Fozntain, irom whole Trills, 
The melted Soul, in liquid drops Giftils 1 


H 
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Her Balmey Lips, encountring his, 
'Therr Bo4jes, as their Sozl> they joyn'd, 
Where both in tranſports unconfind, 
- Extend themſelves upon the oſs ! 
Clorts, half dead, and breathlels lay, - 
Her Eyes appear'd like Humd liz hr, 
Such as divides the Day, and Night, 
Or falling Srars, whoſe. Fires decay ;.. . ., 
And now no ſigns of life ſhe ſhows, 


But what in ſhort-breath'd fighs,returns and goes. | 


He ſaw how'at her length ſhe lay, 

He ſaw her riiing Boſore bare ; 

Her looſe thine Robes, through which appear, 
A ſhape delign'd, for love, and play | 
Abandon'd by her Pride,-and ſhame : 

She does het ſofteſt ſweets diſpence, * + 

Off ring her Yirgir, innocence, 

A Viitim, to Loves ſacred flame. 

Whiltth ore ravilht Shepherd, lyes, 

Unable to perform the Sacrifice. 


| [.-' 1 108 
Ready to taſt a Thovſand joys, 
The too tranſported: hapleſs Swayze, 
Fcnrd the vaſt pleaſure, tor'dto rain : 
Ficaſure! which too much love deſtroys / 
The willing Garment Þþy he laid, 
And #cav7 all open to his v1:w. | 
| Mad 
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Mad to poſſeſs, himſelf he threw, 
On the defenceleſs lovely, Maid ! 
But oh / what envious Gods conſpire ! 
To ſnach his powrr, yet leave him the defire ! 


a "9: 
Natures ſupport, without whoſe Aid, - 
She can no humane being-give-; 

It ſelf now wants the Ar: to live ; 
Faintnels, its ſlacken'+Veryes Invade, 
In vain th' enfaged Tourh affay'd, 

Tocall his fleeting Y1g6# back z = 

No motion, *twHl from motion take, 

_ Exceſs of love, his love betray'd, 

In vain he toyles, in vain commands. 

Th' I»ſezſible, tell weeping in his Hards. 


ro. 

In this ſo. Am'rous cruel itrife, 

W here Love, ond Fate; were-too ſevere. * - 

The poor Liſander, in deſpair, 

Renounc'd his Reaſon, with his life. 

Now all-the brisk, and 4#tve fire, 

Thar ſhou'd the nobler partin flame, 

And left no ſpark for new deſire ; ; 

Notall her naked Charmezou'd move, -* | 

Our calme that.Rage, that had dehauch'd his love. 
1 Fats ; 

Cloz4s, returning fromThe Txarce, 

Which love and fof: dclire, had bred, 

| ep 
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ter tim'rous hand, ſhe gently laid, 
Or guided by deſign, or chance 
Upon that Fabulozs Priapus, 
That Potezt God ( as Poets feign ) 
But never did young Shepheraeſs, 
( Gath'ring of Fern, upon the Plain ) 
More nimbly draw her Efiagers backs. -.." 
Finding beneath the /; erdeut Li aves-a Sake 3 


W2Zo * - 4 =o 

Then Cloris, her fair hand rich drow... LY 
+ Fipding that Ged, of her deſiers, ,. | ;i:; 
Lifacn'd of all his pow rful Fires ; | 
And cold as Flow'rs bath'd in the Miarving Dew ; 
Who can the Nymphs confulion gueſs? . 
The blood forſook the kinder place, 
And ſtrew'd with bluſhes all her Face, 
Which both diſdain, and ſhame expreſs; 
And from Liſanders, Armes ſhe fled, - 
Leaving him Me On the gloomy B Bid. 


Like Lizhtiing, hi the G Lows byes 
Or Daphne, from the, ick,God, 
No Print upon the js cad, IERE) 
She leaves, t'inſtruct EF, ing Da. SHE 
The 37 ind, thatwanton'd in her Har..." * 
And with her ruffled Garments on 
Diicover'd 1n the-flying 2441s; 

All that the Geds ere-made of Fair. 

So / Cres, when her Love, was liain, 

With fear, and haſt, fleiy o're the Fatal Plain 


| The 
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' The Nymphs reſentments, none but [, 
Canwell imagine, and Condole ; 

But none can gueſs Li/anders, Soul, 
But thoſe who ſway'd his Diſtiny : 
His filent griefs, ſwell up to Storm, 
And not one God, his fury ſpares, 
He curſt his Berth, his Fate, his Stars, 
But more the Sheherdefes Charmes ; 
Whoſe ſoft bewitching influence, 

| Had damn'd him to the Hell, of Impotence. 


On a Giniper Tree now cut aown © 
to make Bucks. 


V VEilt happy I triumphant ſtood, 
The pride and glory of the Woed, 


My Aromatick Boughs, and Fruit, 

Did with all other Trces diſpute ; 
Had right by Natxre, to excell, 

In pleaſing both the Taſt, and ſmell. 
But to the touch, I muſt confeſs, 
Bore an unwilling ſallenneſs : 

My FYelth, like baſhful Yergins, I, 
Yeelding with ſome reluQancy ; 

For which my value ſhou'd be more, 
Not giveing eaſily my ſtore. 


| G OED My 
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My YVerdent Branches, all the year, - 
Did an Eternal Beauty were, 
Did ever young, and gay appear, 
Nor-needed any Tribute pay, 
For Bo»zries from the God of Day. 
Nor do I hold Supremacy, 
In all the YYocd, or'e ev're Tree, 
Butev'n thoſe to of my own Race, 
T hat grew not in this happy place z 
But that in which I glory molt, 
And do my ſelf with reaſon boſt, 
Beneath my ſhade the other:Day, 
Young Philocles, and Cloris, lay 
Upon my Koor, he plac'd her Head, 
And where I grew, he made her Bed ; 
There trembling Limbs, did gently preſs, 
The kind-luporting, yeelding Moſs ; 
Ne're half ſo bleſt, as now to bear, 


A Swayne, ſo young, a Nymph, ſo fair. 


My grateful Shade, I kindly lent | 
And ey'ry aiding Bough I bent, 

So low, as ſomtimes had the Bliſs, 
To rob the Shepherd of a Kiſs. 
Whilſt he in pleaſures far above ! . 
The ſenſe of that degree'of love! 
Permitted ev'ry ſtelth F made,  - 
Unjealous of his Rival ſhade. 
I ſaw 'em kindle to deſire ! 


- 


Whilſt with ſoft ſighs, they blew the Fire } 
_ Saw the approaches of their joy, Þ 


Hegrowing more fierce, and ſhelefs coy ! 


Saw 
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Saw how they mingled melting Rays ! 
Exchanging love a Thouſand ways / 
Kind a force onev Ty fide. 
Her new deſires, ſhe con'd not fiide, 
Nor wou'd the Shepherd be deny'd ! 
Impatient, he waits no conſent, 
But what ſhe gave by languiſhment. 
The bleſſed Arne he perſu'd, | 
Whilſt Zove, her fere, and ſhame ſubdu'd 
And now tranſported in his Armes, 
Yieelds to to the Conqueror; all her Charmes ! 
His panting Bref, to hers now joyn'd, 
They feaſt on Kaptwres, nnconfin'd ! 
Vaſt and luxuriant, ſuchas prove, 
The immortality of love ! 
For who but a Divinity ! 
Cou'd mingle Soxls to that degree, 
And melt 'em into Extafie ! 
Where like the Poznix both expire, 
Whilſt from the. Aſhes of their Fire, 
Sprung np a New, and ſoft deſire, 
Like Charmers, Fhrice thay did invoke 
The God, and Thrice new vigor took 
And had the Vymph, been half fo kind, 
As was the Shepherd, well inclin'd ; 
The Myſt ry had not ended thear; ' 
But Cloris,reaſſum'd her fear, 
And chid the Swayre, for having preſt, 
What ſhee ( alas ) con'd not reſiſt : 
Whilſt he, in whome Loves ſacred flame, 


| Before, and after was the ſame, 
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Humbly implares ſhe won'd forget 
That fault, which he wov'd yet repeat, , 
From active joyes with ſhame they haſt, 
To a refleftion on the palt ; 
A Thouſand times the Covert blſes, 
That did ſecure their happyneſs ; 
Their gratitude, to ev'ry Tree 
They pay, molt to happy me ! 
The Shepherdefs, my Bark, carrelt , 
Whilſt he my Root ( Loves Pillow ) kit, 
And did with ſights their Fate deplore, 


Since. muſt thelter 'em no more. 


And if before, my joyes were ſuch, 


In having ſeen, and herd ſo much ; 


My gricfs, muſt be as great, and high, 


When all abandon'd I muſt lye, 


Doom!'d to a filent Deſtiny : | 
No more the Am'rous ſtrife to hear, 
The Shepherds, Vous, the Virgins fear 3 


| - No morea joyful looker on, 
Whilſt Loves ſoft Batt!'s loſt and won. 


With grief I bou'd my murm'ring Head, 


And all my Chriſtal Dew, I ſhed, 


Which did in Cloris pity move ; 
Cloris whofe Soul is made of love. 
She cut me down, and did tranllate, 
My being to a happier State : 

No Martyr, for Religion dy. d, 
With half that unconſid'ring pride ; 


- My Top was, .on the Alter laid, 
Where Love, his ſofteſt Off rings paid, 


And 
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And was as fragrant Zrcence burn'd ; 
My Body, into Busks, was turn'd. 
Where ſtill guard the ſacred Store, 
And of Loves Temple, keep the Door. 


a. _—_—— 


On the Death of Mr. Grnehill | 
The Famous Painter. 


\ / \ / Hat doleful cryes are theſe that fright 
my ſenſe, 


Sad, as the grones of dying innocence ! 
The killing Accents, now more near approach, 
And the infeftious ſound, 
Spreads, and enlarges all around, 
And does all Hearts, with grief,and wonder touch! 
The famous Grxehill's dead'! ev'n he, 
That cou'd to ns give immortality, 
Is to th' Eternal, filent Groves, withdrawn, 
Thoſe ſullen Groves, of Everlaſting Dawn ; 
Youthful as Flow'rs fearce blown, whoſe opening 
Leaves, 
A wond'rons and a fragrant Proſpet+ gives, 
Of what its Elder Beauties wou'd diſplay, 
When it ſhou'd ſloriſh up to ripening ay ! 
Witty / as Poets, warm d with Love, and YY:ize, - 
Yer ſtill ſpar'd Heav'n and his Friend , 
For Both to him, were ſacred, and divine, 
Nor could he this, no more than that offend. 
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Fixt as a Martyr, where he Friendſhip paid, - . 
And gen'rous as a God ! 

Diſtributing his Boxnries all abroad, 

And ſoft, and gentle, as a Love-ſick Maid. 


Great Maſter, of the Noble Myſtery, 

That ever happy knowledge dld inſpire; 
Sacred as that of Poerry! _ 

And which, the wond ring YYarld, does equally 

oc admire ! ' 

Great Natures works we do contemn, 

When on his glorious Births, we meditate, 

The Face, and Eyes, more Darts reciv'd from him, 
Then all the Charmes ſhe can create : 

The diff rence is, his Beauties do beget, : * + 

In the Enamer'd Sozl, a yertuous heat, - -:/! | 
Whilſt Iarures groſler pieces move, 
In the courſe Road, of common love. 
So bold, yet ſoft, his touches were. 

_ Soroundeach part, fo ſweet, and fair, . 

T hat as his: Pencil mov'd Men thought it-prelt; ' 
The lively imitated Breaſt, _ | 
W hich yields like Clouds, where little Angels reſt! 
The Limbs. all calie, as his temper was, 

Strong at his 44ind and Manly too ; 
Large as his Sozl, his fancy was, and new ; 
And from himſelf he coppy'd ev'ry grace, 
For he bad all-that cou'd adorn a Face, * 
; All that cou either Sex, ſubdue. 


Eachexcellence he had,that Youth has in its pride; 
'And all experienc'd Age, can teach 3; _ -_ 
| » At 
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At once the vig 'rous Fire of this, 
And ey 'ry Virtue, which that can expreſs, 
In all the height that both cou'd reach ! 
And yet (alas ) in this perfeCtion dy'd / 
Droprt like a Bloſſom, with a Northern blaſt, 
When all the ſcatter'd Leaves, abroad are caſt, 
As quick / as If his Fate, had been in haſt / 
So have 1 ſeen an unhxt Star, |, 
Out-fhine the reſt of all the num'rous Train 
( As bright as that which guides the farriner ) 
Dart ſwiftly from its darkn'd Sphear, 
And ne're ſhall light the World again ! 
Oh why ſhou'd ſo much knowledge dye ! 
Or with his laſt kind Breath, 
Why. cou'd he not to ſome one Frizend, bequeath 
Themighty Legacy | | | 
But 'twas a knoledge giv'n to.-him alone, 
That his Eterniz'd name might be, 
Admir'd to all Poſterity, 


* By all to whom his grateful name was known ? 


Come all ye ſofter. Beautzes, come-/ 

Bring Wreths of Flow'rs, to deck -his Tomb, 
Mixt with the diſmal Cypref, and the Yew, 

For be {till gave. your Charmes their due ; 
And from the injuries of Age, and Time, - 

Scur'd the ſweetneſs of your prime, 
And beſt knew how t' adore that ſweetneſs too / 
Bring all your mornful 7ribtes here, 
And let your Eyes, a ſilent ſorrow wear, 
Till ev'ryYiregwm, for a while becoine, 


' Sadas his Fate, and like his Pifu#es dumb. 
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To all curious Criticks and Ad- | 
mirersof Meeter. 


Ha you ſeen the rageing Stormy Main 
Toſs a Ship up, then caſt her down again # 


And then again upon the Sand ſhe lyes. 

Or have you ſeen a Bull, when he is jealous, 

How he does tear the ground, and Rores and Bel- 
lows? | 

Or have you ſeen the pretty Turtle Dove, 

When ſhe laments the abſence of her love / 

Or have you ſeen the Fajryes; when they ſing, 

And dance with mirth together in a Ring ? 

Or have you ſeen our Gallants, keep a- pudder, 

With Fair and Grace, and Grace,and Fair Anſtrud- 

der ? 
' Or hove you ſeen the Daughter of Apollo, 
Pow'r down their rhyming Liquors in a hollow 
* Cane? | | & 
In-ſpungy Brain, congealing into Verſe ; 
If you haveſeenall this, then kiſs mine A--/e. 


Sometimes ſhe ſeems to touch the very Skzees. 


vatyr 
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Satyr. 


A. I Hat Timon does old Age begin t' ap- 
VV proach ts F 
That thus thou droop'ſt under a nights 
| debauch ? \ \ 
$ Haſt thou loſt deep to needy Kognes on Tick 
, Who ne're cou'd pay,and mult bz paid next/Yeet? 
Tim. Neither alas, but a dull-dining Sor ; - 
Seiz'd meith* all, who juſt my name had got ; 
He runs upon me, cries dear Rogue I'm thine, _ 
With me ſome Wirs, of thy acquaintance dine. 
I tell him I'mengag'd but as a Whore, 
With mdeſty enſlaves her Spark, the more. 
The longer Ideny'd; the more he preſt, 
At laſt I e'ne conſent to be his Gueſt 
He takes me in his Coach, and as we go; 
Pulls out a - Lib1l, of a Sheet; or two ; 
Inſipid, as, The praiſe of pious Queens, 
Or $S-----, unaſſiſted former Scenes ; 
Which he admir'd, and praisd at ev'ry Lize, 
Ar laſtit was ſo ſharp, it muſt he mine. 
I vow'd I was no more a YVY:, then he, 
Unpraftic'd, and unbleſt in Poerry : 
A Song to Phillis, I perhaps might make, 
But never Rhym'd, but for my Pintles ſake : 
I envy'd no Hans fortune, nor his fame, 
Nor ever thought of a revenge ſo tame. 
| He knew my S::/e, he ſwore, and 'twas in val, 
Thus to deny the Iſſue of my Brain. ; 
q Hs | Choak d 
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Choak'd with his flatt' ry, I no anſwer make, 

But ſilent leave him to his dear miſtake. 

Of a well meaning Fool, I'm-moſt afraid, 

Who fillily repeats, what was well ſaid. 
But-this.was not the worſt, when he-cams home, 
He askt are Saley, Buchurſt, Savil, come ?. 
No, bat there were above Halfwit and Huſfe, 

K ickum, and Dingboy. Oh''tis-well enough, 
They're all brave'Felows cryes mine fo let's 

Dine, 

[ long. to have. my Belly full of Ye, . 

They'll write, and fight I dare aſſure. you, 
They re Men, Tam Marte quam Mercurio. 

I faw my error, but twas now too late, 

No means, nor hop es, appears of a retreat. 

Well we alute,and each an takes his Seat. 
Bey ( fays my Sort ) is my YVifeready.yet! 

A Wife good Gods ! a Fop and Bullys too / 

For one poor 2eale, what muſt Tundergo ? 
In comes my Lady ſtrait, ſhe had bin Fair. 

Fitto give love, and to prevent deſpair, 

But. ze Beauties incureable Diſeaſe, 

Had left her. more defire, then Pow'T. to, pleaſe. 
As Cocks,will ſtrike,although their Spurys be gone. 
She with her old bleef Eyes to {might begun : 
Though nothing elſe, ſhe (in deſpightof UE): 
Preſerv'd the affetation of her prime; 
How ever you' begun, ſhe-brought in love, 

And hardly from that Subje&t wow'd remove. -- 
We chanc'd to ſpeak of the French Kings, ſuccek; 
My Lady wondr-d much how Heav # cow bleſs, 


A 
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A Man, that lov'd Two. YYorenat one time 
But more how he to them excuſ'd his Crime. 
She askt Huffe, if Loves flame he never felt ? 
He anſwer'd blunily--do you think I'm gelt ? 
She at his plainneſs ſmil'd, then turad to me, 


| Love in young /44inds, proceeds ev'n Poetry. 


You to that. paſſion can no Stranger be, 

But YV/3t:,; are giv'n to inconſtancy. , ,_ 

She had run on I think till now, but eat 

Came up, and ſaddenly ſhe took her ſeat. 

I thought the Dizner wou'd make ſome amends, 

When ny. good Hoſt crys out,y'*are all my Friend;, 

Our own plain Fare, and the beſt Terſe the Bull 

Afords, ÞlIl give you ang your Bellies full : 

As for French Kickſhaws, Cellery, and. Champoon 

Ragous ard Fricaſles, introath weave none. 

Here's a good Dimer towards thought I, when 
ralt 


- | Up comes a piece of Beef, full Horſmans weight ; 


Hard as the Ar/c of 4---, under which, 

The Coachman {weats,' as wridden by a Witch. 

A Diſh of Carrets, each of 'em as long, 

As Tool, that too fair Counteſs, did belong, ; 

Which her ſmall P;4ow, cou'd not ſa well hide, 

But Yiſers, his flaming Head eſpy'd; . 

Pig, Gooſe, and Capon, follow'd in the Kear, 

With all that Country B:ympkins, call good Cheer : 

Serv'd up with Sauces all of Eighty, Eight, 

When our tough Toth, wreſtled, and.threw the 
Weight. 

And now the Borrle, briskly flyes about, 

Inſtead of Ice, wrapt in a wet Clowr. 
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A Brimmer follows the third bit weeat.} 
Small Bear,becomes our drink,and Wine,our Meat 
The Table was ſo large , that in leſs ſpace, . 
A Man might fave , fix old 1ralians place : 
Each Man had as much room ,. as Porter B---, 
Or Harrs:, had, in Cullens, Buſhel C--t. 
And now the Wize began to work , mine Hoſt 
Had been a Collorel we muſt hear him boaſt 
Not of Towns won , but an Eſtare he loſt 
For the Kings rvice , which indeed he ſpent 
Whortng, and Drinking , but with good intent 
He talkt much of a Plot , and Morey lent 
In Cromwells time. My Lady ſhe 
Complain'd our love was courſe , our Poetry , 
Unfit for modeft Eares, fmall Whores, and Playrs. 
"Were df our Hair-brain'd Toxth, the only cares ; 
Who were too wild for any virtuous League , 
Too rotten to conſummate the Intrigue. 
Falkland , ſhe prais'd, and Szcklings', ealie Pen , 
And ſeem'd to taſte their former parts again. 
Mine Ho#+\, drinks to the beſt in Chriſtendom , 
And decently my Lady , quits the Room. 
Lefr to our ſelves , of ſeveral things we prate, 
Some regulate the Srage , and ſome the Srare , 
Halfwit , cries up my Lord of 0------, 
Ah how well 14u&apha, and Zarger dye ! 
His ſenſe fo little forc'd , that by one Line , 
You may the other eaſily divine. 

And which is worſe ,, if any worſe can be, 

He never {aid one word of it to me. 
There's fine Poerry ! you'd ſwear 'twere Proſe , 
$0 little on the Senle , the Rhymes impoſe. 

dad omen Bog boon arc Dawn 


Wo AN il ty = 


N 


YN Y -wl LID . ot 


<< 


— 


| (109) 

Damn me (ſays Dingboy) in my mind Gods-ſwourds 
E------ , writes Airy Songs , and ſoft Lampoons, 
The beſt of any Man; as for your Nown:s , 
Grammar , and Rules of Art, he knows'em not , 
Yet writ two talking Plays, without one Plor. 

H--- , was for S----, and Aforocco., praisd , 
Said mgen* - words, like Drums, his courage 

Tais'd. 

Whoſe broad-built-bulks.the boyſt'rous Billows, bear, 

Zaphee and Sally, Magadore , Oran, 

The fam'd Arzile, Alcazer , Tituan. 
Was ever braver Language writ by Man ? 

Kickum tor Crown declar'd , ſaid in-Romaxce, 
He had out done the very Wits, of France. 
Witneſs Pandion , and his Charles the Eight ; 
Where a young Monarch , careleſs of his Fate , 
Though Forreign Troops, and Rebels, ſhock his 

State , | 

Complains another fight afflifts him more. 
(Yidel.)The Queens Galleys rowing from the Shore, 

Fitting their Oars and Tackling to be gon 

Whilſt ſporting Waves ſmil'd on the riſing Sum. 
Waves ſmiling onthe Sx ! I am fare that's new, 
And *'t was well thought on,give the Devil his due. 

Mine Hof? , who had faid nothing in an hour. 


|Roſeup, and prais'd the Indian Emperor. 


As if our old World , modeſtly withdrew, , «+ 
And here in private had brought forth a New. 
There atetwo Lies! who but he durſt preſume 
To make the oldWorld,a new withdrawingRoom, 
Where of another Y/orld ſhe's brought to Bed ! 
What a brave Midwife is a Lawreats head ! 
- Bat 


Bs). 


But pox of all theſe Scriblers, what do'e think. | 


Will Soxches this year any Champoon drink ! -- 
Will Turere fight nim? without doubt:ſays Hufe, 
If they two-meet , their meeting will be rough. 
1amn me (ſays Dingbey ) the Frexch, Cowaras are, 
They pay,bnttheEzgli{b, Seors,ardSwiſz makeMWar: 
In gawdy Troops , at a review they ſhine , 

Burt dare not with the Germans, Barrel joyn; 
What now appears like courage , is not ſo , 
Tis a ſhort pride, which from ſucceſs does grow; 
On their firſt blow, they'll ſhrink into thoſe fears, 
They ſhew'd at Crefſy,, Agincourt , Poytiers ; 
Their loſs was infamous , Honor ſo ſtain'd, 

Is by a Vation not to be regain. (brave . 
What they were then I know not, now thre 
He that denyes it-lyes and is a Slave , 

(Says Huffe and frown'd) ſays Dingboy , that do T, 
And at that word, at rothers Head let fly 

A grealie Plate, when ſuddenly they all , 
Together by the Eares in Parties fall. | 
Halfwit , with Dingboy joynes, Kickum with Huffe, 
Their Swords were fafe, and ſo we let 'em cuff 
Till they mine Zoft , and I , hadall cnough. 
Their rage onceover, they begin to-treat , 

And ſix freth Botrles , muſt the peace compleat. 

i ran down ſtairs, - with a Vow never more 


1o drink Bear Glaſs, and hear the Heffors roar. 


i 


far}. : 
A Seſſion of the Poets. 


Qince the Sons of the Muſes, grew mum'rous, 
and loud, 
For th appeaſing ſo factious, and clam'rous 
-,. a Crowd; 
Apollo, thought fit in ſo weighty a cauſe, 
T* Eſtabliſh a Government, Leader, and Laws. 
The hopes of the Bays, at this ſummoning call, 
Had drawn em together, the Devil-and all ; 
All thronging and liſtning, they gap'd for the 


Bleſling, 
No Presbyter Sermon, had more crowding, and 
preſling, 
In the Head of the Gang F----D----, appear'd, 


That Antient grave Wir, 10 long lov'd, and fear'd, 
But Apollo, had heard a Story 'ith' Torn, 
Of his quitting the Xſ«ſes,to wear the black Gonn, 
And ſo gave him leave now his Poerrys done, 
To let him turn Prieſt, now R---, is turn d Nr. 
This Reverend Author was no ſooner ſet by, 
But Apollo, had got gentle George in his Eye, 
And frankly conkeſt of all Men that writ, (Wj:.- 
Ther's none had more fancy, ſenſe Judgment, and 
But *th' crying Sin, idlenelſs, he was fo hardeard, 
That his long Seav n years ſilence , was not tobe 
pardon'd 
Brawny W-----, was the next Man ſhew d kis 
Face, 
Bat Apollo,e'ne thought him too good for thePlacez 
) 
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Ne Gentleman Writer, that office ſhou'd bear 
Twas a Trader in Wi it, the Lawrel thou'd wear. 
As none but a Cir, e're makes a Lord Major. 

Next into the Crowd, Tom $--, does wallow, 
And Swears by his Guts,his Paunch,and hisTalttor, 
"Tis he; that alone beſt pleaſes the Ape, 
Himſelf, and his Wife have ſupported the Stage. 
Apollo, well pleas'd with ſo bonny a Lad, - 
T oblige him, he told him ſhe ſhou'd be hpge glad, 
Had he-half ſo much / Vit , as he fancy U he had. 
How ever to pleaſe ſo Fovial a Wit, 


And to keep him in humour, Apollo, thought fit, 


To bid him drink on, and keep his Old Trick, 
Of railing at Poets, and ſhewing his Prick, 


F © MELT UPC ſtep innext, in hopes of a Prize, © 


Apcho, remember 'd he had hit once in Thrice ; : 
By the Rubyes in's Face, he cou'd not deny, 
Bat he had as much Wit, as Wire cou'd ſupply ; 
Confeſt that indeed he had a Muſical Note, 


\ Eut {ometimes ſtrain'd ſo hard, that he rattled 1 ith | 


Throat; 
Yet owning he had Senſe, encourage him fort, 
He made him his Ovid in Auguſtus's Court. 
Poet S----, his Iryal, was a next came about, 
He brought him an Ibrahim, with the Preface torn 
our ; 
And humbly defir'd, he might give no offerice ; 
God damne ,. CryesS.----- ke cannot write ſeaſe, 
And Ballocks cru'd Newport,] hate that 4ull Rogue; 
Arclb, conhid ring he was not in vogue, 
Woau'd not truſt his dearBays,with ſo modeſt aFool, 


Ard bid the pony hou d be ent. back to School, £ 
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Tom O----, came next Tom S----, dear Zany ; 
And ſwears fob Heroicks, he writes belt of any ; 
Don C----, his Pockets ſo amply had fiv'd, 


| That his Marge was quite cur d,and his Lice were 


| all kiiPd. 
But- Apollo, had ſeen his Face on the Stage, 
And prudently did not think fit to engage, 
The ſcum of a Play-houſe, for the Prop of an Ave. 
In the numerous Herd, that encompaſt him round 
Little ſtarcht Forny C----at his Elbow he found, 


{His Crevar-ftring,new Iron'd,he gently did ſtretch, 


His Lilly white hand out, the Lawrel to reach ; 

Alledging that he had moſt right to the Bays, 

For writing Romarces, andſhiting of Plays. 

Apollo, role up, and gravely conteſt, 

Of all er that writ, his T allent was beſt : 

For fince pain, and diſhonor, Lars life only damn, 

The greateſt felicity, Mankind can claim, 

Is to want ſenſe of ſmart, be palt ſenſe of ſhame; 

And to perfect his Bliſs, in Poetical Raptare, 

He bid him be dull to the end of the Chapter. 
The Poerre/s Afra, next thew'd her ſweet face, 

And ſwore by her Poetry, and her black 4ce, 

The Lawrel, by a double right was her own, 

For the Plays the had writ, and the Congueſts ſhe 

; had won : 


| Apollo, acknowledg'd *twas hard to deny her, 


Yet to deal franckly, and ingenioully be her, 
He told her were Congueſts, and Charms her Pre» 
tence, 


IShe ought to have pleaded a Doxer years ſince. 


H | Anas . 
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Anababaluthu put in for a ſhare, 
And little Tom Eſſences Author, was there. 
Nor cou'd D----,forbear for the Lawrel to ſtickle, 
Proteſting he had had the Horor to tickle, 
The Ears of the 7owz,with his dear Madam Fickle. 
With other preterders,whoſe names[l'd rehearſe, 
But that they're too long to ſtand in my Verſe. 
Apollo,quire cir'd with their tedious Harrangae, 
Finds ar laſt Zo B----, face in the gang, 
And lince Poers, with the kind Play'rs, may hang, 
By his own light, he ſolemnly ſwore, 
That in ſearch of a Lawreat,he'd look out no more. 
A general murmur 7un quite through the Hall, 
To think that the Bays, to an Aﬀor ſhou'd fall, 
But Apello, to quiet, and pacihe all ; 
E'ne told 'em to put his deſert to the Teſt, 
That he had made Plays, as well asthe beſt ; 
And was the greateſt wonder, the Age ever bore, 
For of ali the Play-Scriblers, that e'te writ before, 
His wit, had moſt worth, and moſt modeſty int, 
For he had writ Plays, yet ne're came in print. 
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Satyr. 


 Aude aliquid brevibus Gyaris ant carcere 
dignum 
Sivis efſe aliquts--=-indem ſat. 


Suppos'd to be ſpoken by a Court Heftor. 


- Pindarique, 


NY curſes on ye all, ye vertuous Fools. 
Who think to fetter free born Souls, 
And tye 'em up to dull Morality, and Rules, 
The Stagyrite, be damn, and all the Crew, 
Of learned 1&i9ts, who his ſteps perſue ; 
And thoſe more fillyPro/el;tes, whom his fond Pre- 
_ ceptsdrew ! (drown'd 
Oh had his Erhicks , been with their wild Au:hor 
Or a like fate, with thoſe loſt Writings found, 
Which that grand P/agiary, doom'd to Fire, 
And made by unjuſt Flames expire, 
They ne're had then ſeduc'd Aortality, 
Ne're laſted to debauch the World, with their lewd 
Peaantry. 
But damn*d and more (if Hell can do*t) be that 
Thrice curſed name, 
Who ee the rudiments of Law deſi on'd 3 


Who ere did the Firſt 4:del of Religion, frame; 
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And by that double YVaſalage enthrall'd Mankind; 


By nought before, but their own pow'r, or will 
confind : 


Now quite abridg'd of all their Primitive liberty, | 


And 5S/aves,to each capricious Monarchs, Tyranny. 
More happy Bruits | who the great Rule of ſenſe 
obſerve, 
And nere from their Firſt Charter ſwerve. 
Happy whole lives are meerly to enjoy, 
And feel no ſtings of Sin,which may theirBliſs an- 
+ +DOy3 © 
Still unconcern'd, at Epithets of 111, or good, 
DiſtinCtions HG Nature, never under+- 
ſtood. | 


2 
Hence ! hated Yertze, from our goodly Iſle ! 
No more our joys beguile ! 
No more, with thy loath'd preſence plague our 
happy State; 
Thou Eremy to all, that's brisk,or gay, or brave, 
or great |. - 
Begon !. with all thy pious meager Train, 
To ſome unfruitful, unfrequented Land, 
And there an Empire gain, 
And there extend thy rigor command : 
There where illib'ral Natures nigradice, 
Has ſet a Tax on Vice ! 


Where the lean barren Region, does enhance, 


The worth of dear intemperance ! 

And for each pleaſurable Sin, exaCts Exciſe ! 
Welthanks to Heavn)more cheaply can offend, 
And 
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And want to tempting Luxuries. 
No good convenient Sinning opportunities, 
Which Natures bounty cou d beſtow, or Heav'zs 
kindneſs lend / 
'Go follow that nice Goddeſs, to the Skies ! 
Who heretofore diſguſted at encrealing Vice, 
Diſlik'd the Worla,and thought it to prophane, 
And timely hence retir'd,and kindly ne'rereturnd, 
again, 
Hence; - thoſe Airy Manſions rove, 
Converſe with Saints, and holy Folks above ! 
Thoſe may thy preſence woe, _ - 
Whoſe lazy eaſe, offords 'em nothing elſe to do. 
Where haughty ſcornful I, 
And my great Friends, will ne're vouchſafe thee 
Company. 
Thou art now a hard unpracticable good, 
Too difficult for Fleſh, and Blood, 
Where all Soul like them, perhaps I'd learn to 
practice thee. 


Yertue ! thou ſolemn grave impertinence, 
Abhorr'd by all the Mer of Wir. and Sexce ! 
Thou dam'd Fatigue!that clogg'ft lifes Journey 
here, | 
Tho thou no weight of Wealth, or profit bear ! 
Thou puling, fond Green-ſicknes of the I1was, 
That maks us prove to our own ſelves unkind ; 
W hereby we Coales,and Dirt, for Diet, chooſe, 
And pleaſures better Food refuſe. 


H 3 Curſt 
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Curſt Jil: ! that leadſt deluded Aortals on, 
Till they too late perceive themſelves undone, 
Chows'd by a Dowry, in Reverſion ! 
. The greateſt Yotary , thou e're coud'ſt boaſt, 
Pitty ſo brave a Soul, was in thy ſervice loſt, 
What wonders he in wickedneſs had done ! 
Whom thy weak pow'r,cou'd fo inſpire alone ! 
Thovgh long with fond Amors he courted thee, 
Yet dying did recant his vain Idolatry ; 
At length (tho late) he. did repent with ſhame: 
Forc'd toconfeſs thee nothing but an empty name.| 
So was that Letcher, gull'd, whoſe haugty love, 
Deſign'd a "a onthe Queen Regent of the Gods 
above. 
Wherf he a Goddeſs, thought he had in chaſe, 
. He found a gawdy Yapor in the place, 
And with thin Aire, beguild his ſtarv'd embrace; 
[dly he ſpent his Y5gor ! ſpent his blood, 
And ty,d himſelf, oblige an unperforming Cloud, 


4 
If Humane kind to thee e're Worſhip paid, 
Then were by ignorance miſled ; 

That only them devout, and thee a Goddeſs made : 
Known haply in the Worlds rude, untaught, In- 
fancy, : 

Before it had out-grown its Childiſh innocence 3 

| Before it had arriv'd at ſenſe, þ. 
Or reach'd the Manhood, and diſcretion of De- 
bauchery : 
Known in thoſe Antient Godly duller times, 
When crafty Pagans, had engros'd all Crimes : 
. When 
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When Chriſtian Fools, were obſtinately good, 
Nor yet their Goſpel freedom underſtood. 
Tame eaſie Fops, who cou'd ſo prodigally bleed, 
To be thought Sazr-s, and dye x Kalender with red 
No prudent Heather, ere ſeduc'd cou'd be, 
o ſuffer Martyrdom for thee, 
Only — Aſſe,whom;the talſeOracle cal'ld 
wiſe : 
(No wonder if the Devil utter'd Lyes ) 
That ſnivling Puricar,who ſpight of all theMode. 
Wou'd be unfaſhionably good ; 
And exercis'd his whining gifts, 'torail at Vice, 
Him all the Ws, of Athens damn'd. 
And juſtly with Lampbores, defam'd. 
But when the mad Fanatick, cou'd not filenc'd be, 
. From broaching dangerous Divinity, 
The wiſe Republick, made him for prevenſion dye, 
And kindly ſent him to the Gods, and better Com- 


pany. . 


5 —. 
Let fumbling Age, be grave, and wile, 
And Virtues poor contemn'd 1ea prize, 
Who never knew,now are paſt the ſweets of Vice; 
Whilſt we whoſe Active Pulſes beat, 
With luſty youth and vig'rons heat, 
Can all their Birds, and 24oralls too deſpile ? 
Whilſt my plump Yezzes,are fild with luſt and 
Blood, 
Let not one thought of her intrude, 
Cr dare approach my Breaſt ; 
But know 'tis all poſleſt, | 
Ig H 4 By 
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By a more welcome Gueſt ; | 
And know, I have not yet the leiſure to be good. 
Ifever unkind Deſtery, 

| Shall force long life on me z 

If e're I muſt the curſe of Dotage bear, 
Perhaps I'll dedicate thoſe Dregs of time, to her, 
And come with Cratches, her moſt humble Yorary, 
| When Sprightly Ye, retreats from hence, 

And quits the ruines of decayed ſenſe, 

She'll ſerve to Uſher in a tair pretence, 
And varniſh with her Name,a well diſlembled Im- 

| porence / 
When Prilick, Rhenms, Catarrhs, and Palſies, 
ſeize, 
And all the Bill of Malaajes, 

Which av'n.to puniſh over-living ortals ſends; 

Then let herenter,with th” num'rous infirmitis, 
Her ſelf the greateſt plague,which wrinckles,and 

_ © gray Haars, attends. 


6 
Tell me ye Venerable So:s who court her moſt, 
What ſmall advantage can ſhe boaſt, 
Which her great &3val, has not in a greater ſtore | 
__*._ _ engroſg'd ? 
Her quiet, calm, and peace of 24nd, 
In W:ze, and Company, we better find, 
Find it wtth pleaſure, to combind! 
In mighty Wine, where we our Senſes ſteep : 
And lull our cares, and Conſciences aſleep ! 
But why do I, that wild Chimera name? 
' Conſcience) that giddy Airy Drear ; 
MP T7 2n ? Which 
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Which does from Brain-/ick-heads, or ill digeſting 
Stomachs, ſteam. 
Conſcience ! the vain fantaſtick fear, 
Of puniſhments, we know not when, or where: 
Project of craf ty Srates-1:en,tO ſu PPOTT weak Law, 
Whereby they {laviſh Spirits awe, 
And daitard Sonls,: to forc'd obedience draw. 
Grand W headle!which our Gownd-1mpoſtors uſe, 
The poor unthinking Rabble, to abuſe : 
Scare-Crew, to fright from the forbidden fruit of 
Vice, 
Their own beloved Paraaice ! 
Let thoſe. vile Canters, wickedneſs decry, 
Whoſe Mercenary Tongues take pay 
. For what they fay ; 
And yet y———-o_y in practice, what their words 
eny. | 
While we diſcerning Heads,who farther pry, 
Their Holy Cheats delie, 
And ſcorn their frauds, and ſcorn their ſan&tify'd 
Cajollery. 
None but dull unbred Fools, diſcredit Vice, 
VVho aft their wickedneſs, with anill grace ; 
Such their profeſſion ſcandalize, 
And juſtly forfeir all their praiſe, 
All that eſteem, that credit, and applauſe. 
VVhich we by onr wile Manage , from a Sin can 
raiſe. | | 
A true, and brave tranſgreſlor ought, 
TosSin with the ſame height ofSpirit,Ce/ar fought. 
Mean-ſoul'd, Offenders, now no Honor gain, 
Only Debauchees of the Noble ſtrain ; yr 
ice, 
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Vice, well improv'd, yeelds Bliſs, and Pame 
beſide, 
And ſome for Sinning have been-Deify'd ! 

' Thus the lewd Gods, ofold, did move, 
By theſe brave Methods, to the Seats above! 
Ev'n Fove himſelf, the Sov'raign Deity, 

Father, and King, of all th'immorral Progeny, 
Aicended to that high degree, 
By Crimes above the reach of weak Aortality: 
He Heav'n, one large Seraglio, made, 
Each Goddeſs,turn'd a glorious Puxk,'oth Trade, 
And all that facred place, 
Was fill'd with Baſtard Gods, of his own Race ! 
Almighty Lerch'ry got his firſt repnte, 
Ard everlaſting Whoring, was his chieteſt Attri- 
bute. 


8 
How gallant was thatWrerch,whoſe happy guilt, 
A fame upon the ruines of a Temple built ? 
Let Fools, (faith he) impiety alledge, 
And urge the no great faulr of Sacriledge ? 
[1] ſer the ſacred Pile, on flame, 
And in its Aſbes, write my laſting name ! 
My Name ! which thus ſhall be, 
Deathleſs, as its own Deity ! 
Thus the vain glorious Carian, I'll ont do, 
And Ezyprs, proudeſt YHornarchs too ! 
Thoſe lavith Prodigals, who idely did conſume, 
' _ Their lives, and Treaſures to ere@t a Tomb, 
And only great, by being buried wou'd become. 


At 
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At cheaper rates than they, I'll buy renown, 
And my lowd Fame, ſhall all their filent glories 
drown ! 
So ſpake the daring Hefor, fo did Prophecy, 
And ſo it prov'dz--1n vain did envious Fate, 
By fruitleſs Methods try : 
To raiſe his well built Same, and Memory 
Amongſt Poſterity : 
The Beautifeu, can now immortal] write, 
While the inglorious Fownadtr,is forgotten quite. 


9 
Yet greater was that mighty Emperor, 
(A greater Crime, befitted his high pow'r) 
Who facrific'd a City, to a jealt, 
And ſhew'd _ knew the grend Intrigues of humor 
belt ! 
He made all Xome, a Boxfireto. his Fame ! 
And ſung, and plaid, and danc'd amidſt the 
Flame ! 
 Bravely begun ! yet pitty there he ſtaid, 
One ſtep to glory more he ſhou'd have made ! 
He ſhou'd have heav'd the noble Frolick higher ! 
And made the People, on that Fun ral Pile expire ! 
Or providently with their B/ood put out the #3re ? 
Had this -been done, 
The utmoſt pitch of glory he had won ! 
No greater /Aonument cou'd be, 
Toconkecrate him to Erernity ! | 
Nor ſhou'd there need another Herald,of his praiſe 
but me ! | | 


And 


(124) 


10 

And thou yet greater Fa«x,the glory of our Ile 

Whom baffled Hel, eſteems its chiefeſt Foyle ; 

(Twere injury, ſhou'd I onfit thy name) 

Whoſe Attion, merits all the breath of Fame ! 

Methinks I ſee the trembling Shades below, 

Around in humble rev'rence how, 
Doubtful they ſeem,whether to pay their Zoyalty, 

To their dread Morarch, or to them |! 

No wonder he grown jzalous,of thy fear'd ſucceſs, 
Envy'd Mankind. the honor of thy wickedneſs, 
And ſpoyl'd that brave attempt, which muſt have 
- made his grandeur /e/s. 

How e're regret not mighty Ghof. 

Thy Plot by treach'rous Fortune croſt. 

Nor think thy well deſerved glory loſt! _ 
Thou the full praiſe of Yillany, ſhalt ever ſhare, 
And all will judge thy AC compleat enough,when 

' thon coudſt dare. | 
So thy great Mafter,fear d;whoſe high diſdain. 
Contemn'd that Heavy , where he cow'd'not 
relgn. 
When he with bold ambition ſtrove, 
T*uſurp the Throxe above, 
And led againſt the Deity, an Armed Train. 
Though from his vaſt deſigns he fell, 
O're pow'rd by's Almighry Foe, 
Yet gain'd he YVi#ry-in his overthrow ; _ 
He gaind ſufficient 771umph, that he durſt rebel, 
 And'twas ſome pleaſure, to be thonght the great'it 
| in Zell ! 
| Tell 
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Tell me ye great Trinmvirate , what ſhall I do , 
To be Illuſtrious as you ?. 

Let your example move me with a gen'rons Fire! 
Let'em into my daring thoughts inſpire 4 

Some what compleatly wicked , ſome vaſt Gyant 

Crime , 

Unthought , unknown , unpattern'd , by all paſt, 

and preſent timg,! 

"Tis done, 'tis done, me thinks I feel the pow'r- 

ful Charmes ! . 
And a new heat of Sin , my Spirits warms |! 

I travel with a glorious Miſchief, for whoſe Birth 

My Souls too narrow , and weak Fate too feeble, 

yet to bring it forth ! 
Let the unpitty d Yulgar , tamely go , 

And ſtock for company,the wide Plantations below 
Such their Vile Souls , for viler Barter ſell , 
Scarce worth the damning,or their room inHcl/ 

We are its Grandees , and expect as high perfer- 

ment there , 
For our good ſervice, as on Earth we ſhare. 

In them , {in is but a meer privative of good , 
The frailty aud defect , of Fleſh , and Blood ; 
In us 'tis a perfeftion , who protels 
A ſtndy'd, and Elaborate wickedneſs : 
Wee're the great Koyal Soctety of Vice. 

Whoſe Talents, are to make diſcoveries , 

And adyance Sin, like other Arts and Sciences, 
"Tis I, the bold Columbrs, only I, 


Who 
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Who muſt new Worlds , in Vice deſcry 
Ard fix the Pillars, of unpaſlable dilate. 


I2, 


How ſneaking was the firſt Debauch that ſinn'd, 
Who for ſo imall a ſin, ſold Hrman kind ! 
How undeſerving that high place, 
To be thought Parent , of our ſin, and Race ; 
Who by low-guilt, our Nature doubly did debaſe. 
Unworthy was he to be thought , 
Father.of the great firſt-born Cain, which he begot. 
The Noble Cain! whoſe bold, and gallant ACt , 
Proclaim'd him of more high Extratt ! 
Unworthy me, 
And all the braver part of his Poſterity ; 
Had the juſt Faces deſign'd me in his ſtead, 
I'd done ſome great , and unexampled Deed ! 
A Deed | which ſhou'd decry , 
The S:0zcks dull Equality , 
And ſhew that Sin admits tranſcendency ! 
A Deed! wherein the Temprer ſhou'd notſhare, 
Above what Heawn, cou'd puniſh, and above 
what he cou'd dare ! 
For greater Crimes than his, I wou'd have fell, 
And acted ſome what , which might merit more 
than Hcl, 
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An Apology to the fore-going Satyr 
by way of Epilogue. 

Y part is done, and yowll I hope excuſe , 
LT he extravagance, of a repenting ſe ; 
Pardon what e're ſhe has too boldly ſaid, 
She only afted here in Maſquerade ; 
And the flight Argaments , ſhe did produce , 
Were not to flatter Vice , but to traduce : 
So we Buffoones , in Prineely dreſs expoſe , 
Not to be gay ,. but more ridiculous , 
When ſhe a Hefor , for her Subjett had , 
She thought ſhe muſt be Tarmagart, and rad; 
That made her ſpeak like alewd Punck,/oth* Town, 
Who by converſe with Bullys , wicked grown, 
Has learn'd the 240d? , to cry all Virtue down: 
| But now the Y3zor's off , ſhe changes Scene , 
And turns a modeſt, civil Grl, again. 
Our Pcet , has a diffrent taſte of Wit , 
Nor will to th* common Vogue , himſelf ſubmit. 
Let ſome admire the Fops , whoſe Talents lye, 
Inventing dull infipid Blaſphemy ; 
He ſwears he cannot with thoſe termes diſpenſe , 
Nor will be damn'd , for the repute of ſenſe. 
Wits name, wasnever to profaneſs due , 
For then you ſee , he cou'd be witty too : 
He cou'd Lampoon the State , and Libel Kings , 
Put that he's Loyal , and knows better things, 
Than Fare, whoſe guilty Birth from Treaſcn 

ſprings. 


He 
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He likes not wit, which can no Licerzce claim, 
To which the Author, dares not ſet his Name : 
Wit , ſhou'd be open , court each Readers Eye , 
Not lurk in fly, unprinted privacy. , 
But Criminal Writcrs , like dull Birds of Night , 
For weakneſs, or for ſhame , avoid the light : 
May ſuch a Fry, for the Audience have , 
And from the Bench , not Pit, their doom receive ; 
May they the Tow'r , for their due merits ſhare , 
And a Juſt Wreath of Z:;p , not Lawrel wear. 
He cou'd be Baway too , and nick the times , 
In what they dearly love, damn'd #l/ackg: Rhymes 
Such as our Nobles Write --=--=--=-- 
Whoſe nauſeous Poetry , can reach no higher, 
Than what the Cod-perce, or its God inſpire : 
<0 lewd they ſpend at Quill , you'd juſtly think, 
They wrote with ſomething naſtier than Ink. 
But he ſtill thought that little wit , or none , 
Which a juſt modeſty , muſt never own , 
And a meer Reader, with a bluſh attone. 
If Ribauldry , deſerve the praiſe of wit , 
He muſt reſign to each Ilit'rare Ct , 
And Prentices, and Car-men ; challenge it : 
Ev'n they too , can be ſmart, and witty there : 
For all Zen , on that SubjeCt , Poets are. 
Henceforth he ſays, if ever more he find , 
Himſelf to the baſe itch of Verſe , inclin'd , 
If e're he's ;.iven up ſo far to write , 
He never means to make his end delight ; 
Shou'd he do fo, 'he mult deſpair ſucceſs, 
For he'snot now debauch'd enough to pleaſe , 
And muſt bedamn'd for want of a N 
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| He'll therefore uſe his gift another way, 

And next the uglineſs of Vice diſplay : 

Though againſt Yerrxe once he drew his Pen, 

He'll ne're for ought, but her defence agen. 

Had he a Genizs, and Poerick Rage, 

\ Great as the Yices, of this guilty Age ; | 

Were he all Gazlc,and arm'd with itore of ſpight, _. 

'T were worth his pains to undertake to write : 

To noble Satyr, he'd direft hisaim, ; 

And by't Mankind, and Poetry, reclaim : 

He'd ſhoot his Guils, juſt like a Procupize, 

At Vice, and mads'em ſtab in every Line ; 

The#orld, ſhou'd learn to bluſh----- | 

And dread the vengeance of his angry Wit, - 

'Which more than their own Corſtience ſhou'd , 
_ fright; 

And all RY _ him Heav'ns, juſt plagne de- 

Ign'd, 
| Toviſit or the Sins of lewd Iankzd, 


M— 


Upon the Author of a Play 
call'd Sodom. 


Ell me abandon'd XM4/creart, pritkee tell, 
What damned Pow'r invok'd and fent from * 
Hel: 
(If Hel], were bad enough) did thee inſpire, 
To write, what Fezds aſham'd would bluſhing 


hear ? 
I Haſt, 


(139) is 
Haſt thou of late embrac'd ſom Sxccuby ? 
And us't ths lewd Familiar, for a Muſe ? 
Or didſt thy Soul, by Inch'oth' Candle ſell; 
To gain'the glorious Name of Pimp, to HQlL# 
Ifſo; go, andits vow'd Allegiance ſwear, 
Without Preſs-Money, be its Yolwntiere : 
May he wi envies thee, deſerve thy fate, - 


Deſerve both Hcav'ns, and Markings, ſcorn, and” 


hate. 

Diſgrace to Libels ! Foyle to very ſhame, 
Whom 'tis a ſcandal to vouchſafe to damn. 
What foul diſcriptions foul enough for thee, 
Sunk quite below the reach of infamy ? 


Thou cover'ſt to be lewd, but want'ſt the might, 


And art all oyer Devil, but in Wit. 

Weak feeble Strainer, at meer ribaldry, 

Whoſe %/ec, 1s impotent to that degree, . 

"T had need like Age, be whipt to Lechery. - 

Vile Sor ! who clapt with Poerry art ſick, _ _ 

And void'ſt Corruption, like a Shanker'd Prick, 
Like Ulcers, thy impoſtum d Addle Brains, 

Drop out in Mztter, which thy Paper ſtains: 
Whence nauſeous Khymes, by filthy Births proceed, 
As Maggots, in ſome 7-14, ingendring breed. 
Thy 44/e has got the. Flow'rs , and they aſcend, 
As in ſome Green-ſick Girl, at upper end. 


Sure Nartrre made, or meant at leaſt tthave don't, _ 


Thy Tongue a Clytorss, thy Mouth a C--t : 
How well a Zilace, wou'd that place become, ' 
To gag it up, and make't for ever dumb ? 

At leaft it ſhou'd be ſyring'd---=—e 


Cr 
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Or wear ſome ſtinking 4erkzr, for a Beard, 
That all from its baſe converſe, might be ſcar'd. 
As they a Door ſhut up, and mark'd beware,. 
That tells infeftion, and the Plapre is there. 
Thon AMorefields Anthor , fit for Bawds to quote, 
(If Bawds themſelves, with Honor ſafe may do't) 
When Swubwrb Prentice, comes to hire delight, 
And wants incentivesto dull Appetite, 
Their Park, +a may they brave works re- 

hearlſe 


Frigging the ſenſeleſs thing,with Hand,and Verſe, 
Which after ſhall (preferr'd to Dreſſing Box) 
Hold Turpentine, and Medicines for the Pox. 

Or (If I may ordain a Fate more fit) 

For ſuch foul, naſty, Exerements of Wit, 

May they condem'd to th'publick Fakes, be lent , 
For. me I'd fear the Piles, in vengeance ſent | 
Shou'd I with them prophane my Fundament) 
Therefore bugger wiping Porters,wuen they ſhite, 
And fo thy Book it ſelf, turn Sodomre. 


YO —_— — 


A Call to the Guard by 
a Drum. 


At too, rat too, rat too, rat tat too, rat tat t00. 
With your Noſes all ſcabbd, and your Eyes 
black and blew. | 

| All ye hungry peor Singers , that Foot Soldiers are, 
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Though with very ſmall Coyne yet with very much care, 
From your Quarjers in Garrets, make haſt :o repare, 
| To the Guard to the Guard. 
From your ſorry Straw-beds,& your bonny whith Fleas, 
From your. Dreames of ſmall drink,and your very ſmall 
eaſe, T_T 
From your 7, of ftinck,, and no plenty of room, 
From your Walls daub'd with Phlegm ſticking on 'em 
like Gum. | 
And Cieling hung with cobwebs,to ftanch a cut Thumb, 
To the Guard, &c. ' .' 
From your crackt Earthen Piſs-pots, where no Piſs can 


FromRoofs —i# with ſnuff in letters the wrong way, - 
From one old broken Stool, with one unbroken Leg, 
One Box with nere a.Lid, to keep ne're a Rag 
And Windows that of Storms more than your felves 

can brag, | = 
5% "wy To the Guard, &c. 
With ruſty Pike, and Gun, and the other ruſty Tool, 
With heads extreamly hot, and with Hearts wonderous 
.. Cool ; 
\ With Stomachs meaning none(but Cooks and Sutlers) 
| hurt ;. 
With two old totter' dShoes,that diſgrace theTown dirt 
With Forty ſhreds of Breeches,& not one ſhred of Shirt. 
To the Guard, &c. 
See they come,ſee they come, ſee they come, ſee they come 
W ith Allarmes jn their Pates, to the.call of a.Prum ; 
Some lodging withBawds(whom the modeſt call Bitches) 
With their Bones dry'd ro Kexes,. and Legs ſhrunk to 
Switches ; * 
With 
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With the Plague in thePurſe,&the Pox,in theBreeches. 
To the Guard, &c. 
Some from ſnoring,and farting,and ſpewing onBenches, 
Some from dann'd fulſome Ale, and more dann'd ful= 
ſome Wenches ; 
Some fromPut andSize Ace,andOld Sim,this way ſtalk, 
Each Mans reeling's his Gate;and hu Hyccop,hus talk; 
With two newChecks of red,from ten old Rows of Chalk, 
To the Guard, &c. 
Here come others from ſcuffling,& damning mine Hoſt, 
With their $ _ at laſt tam'd, but with Faces that 
oaſt, . 
Of ſome Scars,by the Fordan,orWar-like Quart Port, 
For their building of Sconces, and Volleys of Shot, \ 
Which they charg'd tothe Mouth, but diſcharg'd ne're 
a Groat. | * 
To the Guard, &c. - 
They for V alor in black too ! the Chaplain does come! 
From bus Preaching 0 re Pots,now to pray 0're a Drum 
All yeWhoreing,andSwearing,oldRedCoats draw near, 
Like to Saints, in red Letters, liſten, and give car, 
And be Godly a while ho, and then as you were. 
To the Guard, &c. - *” 
After ſome canting Terms, to your Arms andthe like, 
Such as poyſing your IMuskits, or Porting your Pike 3 
To the Right, to the Left, or elſe Face about, 
After ratling your S:icks, and your ſhaking a Clout, 
Haſt your Infantry Troops, that mount the Guard on 
Foot, | 
To the Guard, &c. 
' Captain HeCtor, firſt —_— but not he of Troy, . 
But a Trifle made up of a Man, and a Boy. . 
57 OR 3K Lo 
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See Man feant of Arms, in 4 Scarf does abound, 
Which preſages ſome ſwagg*ring,but no blood nor wound, 
Like a Raiu-bow,that ſhews theWorld ſhant be drown d,; 
Tothe Guard, &c. 
As the Tinker, wears Rags,whilſt the Dog bears the 
Buaget., 
So the Man ftalks with ftaff, whilſ# the Foot-boy does 
trudge it, | | 
With the Tool Z joy work, with ( that s Half-pike 
youll ſay) 
But what Captain's ſo trong his own Arms to convey, 
When he marches ore loaden withTen other Mens pay. 
To the Guard, &c. 
In his march (if you mark) he's attended at leaſt, 
With ſtinks Sixteen deep, and about five a' Breaſt 
Made of Ale,and Mundung as, ſnuff, Rags,and Brown 
Cruſt for, 
While he wantsT wenty Taylors,to make up theCluſter, 
Which declares that bus journey's not new to the Muſter, 
| But to the Guard, &c. 
' Some with Ansher, and Belly, uncharg d marth away, 
WithPipes,black.as their Mouths are,and ſhort as their 


pa 
Whilſt thei Chas made of holes, ſhew like Bone-lace 
| avout 671 | 
And their Bandileers hang likg to Bobbins without 'em, 
And whilſt Horſmen,do cloath 'em,thoſe Foot-ſcrubs 
| do clout 'em. / 
For the Guard, &c. 
Some with thet ty d one one; ftede,andWit ty'd on neither, 
Wiar gray Coats,and gray Cattle, ſee their Wenches 


run hither, 
For 
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For to peep through Red Lettice,and dark Celler doors, 


To behold 'm wear Pikes ruſty, juſt like their Whores, 
Als ſlender as their Meales,and as long as their Scores. 


' To the Guard, &c. 
Some with Tweedle,Weedle,Weede(whilſt we beat dub 


Aa 


Keep the baſe Scoriſh noiſe, and as baſe Scotiſh ſerub ; 


Then with the Body contratted, a Rag, . open Spread, 


| Comes 4 thing, with Red Colors and Noſe full as Red, 


Like an Enſign, to the King,and to the Kings Fead. 
Towards the Guard, &c. | 
Two Commanders, come laſt, the Lieutenant perhaps, 
Full of Low Country, Story, and Low Country Claps, 
To be next him the other takgs care not to fail, (ſale; 
(Powder Monkey by name) that vents ſtink, by whole 
For where ſhowd the Fart be, but juſt with the T ail. 
Of the Guard, &c. | 
And now hey for the King, Boyes, & hey for the Court, 
Which is guarded bytheſe,as the Tow'r ts by Dirt; (ye 
Theſe Whitehall muſt admit, aud ſuch other unhouſe 
Each aay lets in the drunk,whilſt it lets ont the drowſey 
And no place in the World, ſhifts ſo oft to be Lowſey. 
Thank the Guard, &c. 2 
Some toScotland-yard ſneakgand theSutler Wife kiſſes, 
But dijpairing of drink, till ſome Country man piſſes, 
And pays too (for no place in the Court miiſt ve given) 
To the Can Office ther, all a Foot Soldiers Feawr, 
Were he finds a fol Fox, ſoon,and cures Sir Stephen. 
On the Guard, &c. - e# 
Some at Shite-bouſe publick(there a Rag always gocs) 
At once enty their Guts, and diminiſh their Clotrs 
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Thouzh their Mouths are poor Pimps(Whore and Ba- 
con being all (ay call, 
T heir chief Food- (yet their Bums we true Courtiers, ' 
For what they eat in the Suburbs, they ſhite at White- 
| hall. 
Do For the Guard, &c. ES, 
Such a like pack of Cards, to the Park, making entry, 
Here, and there, deal an Ace, which the Jews call a 
Centry, (Clock-ris,\ 
Which in bad Houſes of Boards, ſtand to tell what a 
Where they keep up tame Red Coats, as men keep up 
tame Foxes, 
" Or Apothecaries lay up their Dogs T-ds, in Boxes. 
A; Oh the Guard, &c. 
Some of theſe are planted(though it has been their lucks 
Of to ftealCountryGeeſe)now to watch theK s. Ducks; 
FT bile fome others are ſetin the ſide that hasV/Vood in, 
_ To ſtand OM to vlack Maſques, that are of thither 
00ting, | | 
Fuſt as ANI fer Cackolds, to tend their black, 
Pudding. . 
| Oh the Guard, &c. _ 
VT hilſt another true Trojan, to ſome paſſage runs, 
As to keep in the Debtor, ſc to kep out the Duns ; 
Or a Prentice, or his Miſtrss; with Oaths to confound, 
Till he hies him from thePark,s from forbidden ground, 
Cauje his Credit ts whole, and his Wench may be ſound. 
And quits the Guard, &c. 
Now 1s Nignt,and the Patrole in Ale-houſe droun'd, 
For nought elſe, bit the Pot,and their Brains walkythe 
r0#7 ; | | 
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Vbillt like Hell,the Commanders, Guard Chambers, 


; does ({bew, 
There s ſuch damning their ſelves, and all elſe of the 
Crew ; (bus due. 


For though theſe cheat their Men, they give the Devil, 
| On the Guard, &c. . 
VV ilſft a Main,afier main,at old Hazard they throw, 


And their Quarrels grow hich, as their Mony grows 


low ; 
Strait thy threaten hard (uſing bad Faces for frowns) 
Torevenge on the Fleſh, the default of the Bones, 
But the blood's in their Hoſe, and in Oaths 4ll their 
VVounds. 
- Like theGuard, &c, 
In the Morning they fight, juſt as much as they pray, - 
For ſome one to the King, does the tidings convey 
For preventiug of Murder ; Oh 'tis a wiſe way ! 
Thoxgh not one of *em knows(as a Thouſand dare ſay) 
VF hat belongs to a dead Man, unleſs in bis pay. 
For the Guard, &c. 
VVith their skins,they march bone, no more hurt than 
| their Drums; 
But for ſcratching of Faces, or biting of Thumbs 
And now hey for fat Alewives, and Tradſmen, 
grow leane, 
For the Captain,grown Bankrupt, recrizrs him agen, 
V Fith ſenamg out Ticktts, and turning out Men. 
From the Guard, -&c. 
Strait the poor Rogue's Caſhier'd, nith a Care, and 
a curſe, 
Fall from wounding no Men, now to cur ev/ry Purſe * 


And 
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Ard what then? Mar's a Wormythefe weGlow-worrns | 


MAY NAME. 


For as they're dark_ of Body , have Tils all a flan, 


So tho theſe liv'din Oaths, yet they dye with a Pſalm. 
Farewel Guard, &c. | 


Ephelia to Bajazet. 


Ho far are they deceiv'd who hope in vain, 

A laſting Leaſe of joys from Love t'obtain ? 

All the dear ſweets, or promiſe or expect, 

After enjoyment, turns we cold negleft. 

Cou'd love, a conſtant happineſs have known, 

The mighty wonder, had in me been ſhown, 

Our Paſlions are ſo favored by Fare, 

As if ſhe meant 'em an Eternal Date ; 

So kind he look'd, ſuch tender words he ſpoke, 

*T'was paſt belief ſach Vows ſhou'd cre be broke. 

Fixt on my Eyes, how often won'd he ſay, 

He cou'd with pleaſure gaze an Age away ! 

When thoughts too greatfor words had made him 
mute, 

In kits, he woud tul my hand his Suit. 

$9 greac his paſſions was, ſo far above, 

The common Gallantryes, that paſs for love, 

At worlt I thonghr if he unkind ſhou'd prove, 

His ebbing paſſion, wou'd be kinder far, 

'{ han the Firſt tranſports of all others are. 


Nor 
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| Nor was my love, or fondneſs leſs than his, 


In him Icenter'd all my hopes of Bliſs ! 

For him my duty to my Friends forgot, 

For him I loſt, alas ! what loſt I not? . 

Fame, all the valuable things of life, 

To meet his love, by a leſs name then Y7ife 
How happy was Ithen, how dearly bleſt, 

When this great Man lay panting on my Breaſt, 
Looking ſuch things, as ne're can be expreſt ! 
Thouſand freſh looks he gave me ev'ry hour, - 
Whilſt greedily I did his looks devour ! 

Till quite o'recome with Charmes,I trembling lay, 
Atev'ry look he gave, melted away ! 

I was ſo highly happy in his love, 

Methoug hts I pitti d them that dwelt above ! 
Think then thou greateſt, loyelyeſt, falſeſt Man, 
How you have vow'd, how I have lov'd, andthen, 
My faithleſs dear, be cruel if you can ! 

How I have lov'd, I cannot, need not tell, 

No ev'ty aft, has ſhown, Ilov'd to well. 

Since firſt I ſaw you, I ne'rehada thought, 

Was not entirely yours, to you I brought, 

My Yirgin, Innocence, and freely made, 

My love, an Off ing, to your noble Bed : 

Since when,y'ave been the Star,by which I ſteer'd 
And nothing elſe but you, I lov'd, or fear'd. 
Your ſmiles, I only live by, and I muſt. 

When e're you frown, be ſhatter'd into Duſt. 
Oh ! can the coldneſs that you ſhew me now, 
Suit with the gen'rous heart you once did ſhew ? 
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I cannot live on pitty, or reſpeCt, 
A thought ſo mean, wou'd my whole love infect ; 
Leſs than your love, I ſcorn Sir to expecc. 
Let me not livein dull indiff rency, 
But give me rage-enough to make me dye ! 
For if from you, I needs muſt meet my Fate, 
Before your pitty, I wou'd chooſe your hate. 


A very Heroical Epiſtle in Anſwer 
to Ephelia. 


Madam, 
IF your deceiv'd, it is not by my Cheat, 

For all diſguiſes, are below the great. 
What Man, or Y Voman, upon Earth can fay, 
Tever us'd 'em well above a Day ? * 
How 1s it then, that I inconſtant am ? 
He changes not, who always 1 is the ſame. 
In my dear felf, I center ev'ry thing, 
My Servants, F riends, My 24rs. and my King, 
Nay Heav 'n,and Earth, to that one poynt I bring. 
We'l manner'd, honeſt » Zenerous, an = ſtout, 
Names by dull F vols.to plague Mankind found out; 
_ Shon'd 1 regard, I muſt my ſelf conſtrain, 
And tis my "Maxim, to avoid all pain. 
You fondly look for what none ere cou'd find, 
Deceiy e your «If, bs then call meunkind, 
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And by falſe Reaſons, wou'd my falſhood prove, 
For *tis as natural to change, as love : 
You may as juſtly at the S«-, repine, 
Becauſe alike1t does not always ſhine, 
No glorious thing, was ever made to ſtay, 
My blazing Star, but viſits and away. 
As fatal to it ſhines, as thoſe *ith* Skyes , 
'Tis never ſeen, but ſome great Lady dyes. 
The boaſted favor , you ſo precious hold, 
To me's no more than changing of my Gold 
What e're you gave; I paid you back in Bliſs, 
Then wher's the Obligation pray of this ? 
If heretofore you found grace in my Eyes, 
Be thankful for it, and let that ſuffice, 
But YVYVoman, Beggar-like, Itill haunt the Door, 
Where they've receiv'd a Charity before. 
Oh happy S=lran ! whom we batb'rous call, 
How much refin'd att thon above us all : 
Who envys not the joys of thy Serai/ ? 
Thee like ſome God ! the trembling Crowd adore, 
Each Mar's thy Slave,and Y YVoman kind,thy/ YVhore. 
Methinks 1 fee thee underneath the Shade, 
Of Golden Canopy, ſupinely laid, 
Thy crowding Slaves, all ſilent as the Night, 
But at thy nod, all aftive; as the light ! 
Secure in ſolid Sloth, thou there doſt reign, 
And feel ſt the joys of Love, without the pain. 
Each Female, courts thee with a wiſhing Eye, 
While thou with auful pride, walk'it carelefs by ; 
Till thy kind Pledge, as laſt, marks out the Dare, 
Thon fancy'ft moſt, to quench thy preſent flame. 


Then 
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Then from the Bed, fubmiſlive ſhe retites. 
* And thankful for the grace, no more requires. 


'No loud reproach, nor fond unwelcome ſound, 
.Of Womens Tongues, thy ſacred Ear does wound ; 


Tfany do, a nimble dure, ſtrait tyes 


The True-loves-knot , and ſtops her fooliſh cryes. | 


Thou fear'ſt noinjur'd Ki»ſmans threatning Blade, 


Nor Mid-night Ambuſhes, by &vvats laid ; 


While here with aking Hearts, our joys we taſt, 


Diſturd'd by Swords, like Democles his Feaſt. 


Oy, 
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On Poet Ninny. 


— by that juſt contempt his Folly bring, 
On = craz'd Head , the Yermin fin wou'd 


ſting. . 
But never Satyr, did fo ſoftly bite, 
Or gentle George himſelf more ently write. 
Born to no. other, but thy awa' bf 
Thou art a thing ſo wretched, and lo baſe, 
Thow-canſt not ev'n offend, but with thy Face. 
And doſt at once a fad example prove, 
Of harmleſs malice, and of hopeleſs love. 
All pride! and ulineſs ! oh how-we loath, 
A nauſeous Creature, ſo compos'd of both ! 
How oft have we-thy-Cap'ring Perſon ſeen, 
With diſmal look, and Melancholly 4Zeerc, 
The juſt reverſe of Nokes, when he wou'd be, 
Some mighty Heroe, and makes love like thee ! 
Thou art below-being laught at, out of ſpight, 
Men gaze upon thee; as a hideous light, 
And cryy there goes the -Melancholly X =; =, 
There are ſome modeſt Fools, we dayly 
Modeſt, an&4ull; why they are Wirs, to thee! 
For of all Folly, ſure the very Top, 
Is a cenceited Vinny and a-Fop: 
With Face of Farce, joyn'd toa Head Romancy, 
Ther's no-ſach-Coxcombas your Fool of fancy : 
But *tis too much on ſo diſpis'd a Theam. 
No Mas wou'd'dabble, ina dirty Stream ; 


The 


 - 
| The worſt that I con'd write, wou'd be no more, 
Then what thy very Friends, have ſaid before. 


My Lord All-Pride. 


Prſting md Pride, the loath'd Impoſtume 
wells, 35 

Pr-k him, he ſheads his Yenom ſtrait, and ſmells ; 
But "tis ſo lewd a Scribler, that he writes, 
with as mnch forch to Nacare, as he fights, 
Hardned in ſhame, *tis ſuch a baftled op, 
Thatev Ty Scool-boy whips him like a Top : 
And with his Arme , and Head, his Brains fo 

weak, s 
That his ſtarved fancy, is compell'd to take, 
Among the Excrements of others wit, 
To make a ſtinking deal of what they ſhit. 
So Swine, for'naſty Meat, to Dunghil run, | 
And toſs their gruntlinſt Szomts up when they've 
done: 

Again his Stars, the Coxcomb ever ſtrives, 
And to be ſomething they forbid, contrives. 
With a Red Noſe, Splay Foot, and Goygle Eye, 
A Plough Mans, looby MMeene, Face all a wry, 
With ſinking Breath, andev'ry loathſome mark, 
'The Purnchianello, ſets up for a Spark, 
With eqpal ſelf conceit too, he bears Arms, 
But with that vile ſucceſs, his part performs, 


T hat 
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" That he Burle/ques his Trade, and what is beſt 
In others, turns like Harlegquzs, in jeſt. 

So have I ſeen at Smithfields wondrous Far, 
When all his Brother onfters, floriſh there ; 
A Libbard Elephant,divert the Town, 
With making Legs, - and ſhooting off a Gar. 
Go where he will, he never fiends a Friend, 
Shame, and derifion, all his ſteps attend z; 
Alike abroad, at home, "ith Camp, and Courr, 
This K»ight, oth Burning Peftle, make us ſport. 
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" 7Hilf Duns were bit at my 7 Door, 
vw Rem in Bed with: wreeking Whore, . 


With Back ſo-weak, and Lr---ho ſore 
-b youd ' wonder. - 
I rais'd; my. Doe,-and laid her-Gown, t3 6 
I.pinn'd ber // hich, and'droptia Crown, 
She piſt, and then [ drove her down 
Like Thunder. _ 
From Chamber then I went to Dinner, 
And drank ſmall Beer, like mournful Sinner, 
. But ſtill I thaught the Devil in her 
Clytorts. 

I fat at Muſcors, in the dark, 
And heard a Tradeſman, and a Spark, 
 AScriv'ner and a Lawyers Clark, 

= TellStories. 
From thence I went with muffled Face 
To the Dukes Houſe, and took a place , 
In which 1 ſpew'd, may't pleaſe his Grace 

Or Highneſs. 
.Had 1 been hang'd, I cowd not chooſe, 
But laugh at /Yyores, who dropt from Stews, 
Seeing that Mrs Marg'rer Hews, 
So fine 1s. 
When Play was done, I call'd a Link, 
Hearing ſome paultry pieces chink 
Within my Breeche;, how dye think. 
 Fomplop's - f _ 


/ 


Why 


i 


th 
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Why Sir, 1 went t6*22rs. "Speerings, © 


Where ſome were Curing, others Swearing, | 


Never 4'Barrel better Herrmg, 
\ Per fidem. ._* , . 
Seave'ns the Main, 'tis Eight God dai me, 
"Tis Six, ( faid 1 ): as God thall ſave'me'; 
And being true, they coy & not blamk mie* 
So ſaying. 


Save me (quoth one}what Shariaropne 3. 4 6 - af; 


Is this has beg'd an Afternoon, 
Ot's Mother, to'g0 vp, and down,” 

Ks: 6-1n My | 
| Now this tome, was\ "worſe than killing, ay 
; Miſtake me not for Tam willing ; 

And able both, to'drop a Shilling, 
| Or Two Sir. 

Well ſaid my Lad; (-Quioth Bu Hack") * 
With Whiſkers ſtern, and Coraibeck, .” 
Pinn'd up behind his ſeabby Neck 

To ſhew Sir. _ 
With ms, Fift, hep ifpt the Box, 
Giving the 7 able bloody knocks,” * © 
Calling upon the Play e, and Pox, ' 
o aſſiſt him. _. 

Ten Shillings from'me, he did ſnach, | 
He'd like to have made a quick difpatch, 
Nor wou'd Times Regiſter, my YVYVaith, © 

. Have miſt him. 
As luck wou'&have:it in came VV, - 
Perceiving things went very ill,” © 
Quoth he, thou'dſt better 50 and Gill 
2 a 


s - f 
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We ſtee'rd our Courſe to Dragon Green, 


' Which in Fleet-ſtreet to be ſeen, 


Where we drank Y7V;ne, not foul but clean -. 


» 


Contrary. 
Our Hoſt. Eclipſed Thomas Hammon, 
Preſented ſlice of Bacon Gamon, 


VVhich made 'vs ſwallow Sack, as Salmon. 


Does Water. 


Being over warm with the-laſt debayuch, } - 


I grew as drunk as any Roach, 


VVhen hot Back'd Wardens Na opproach, h 


- ... Or, later. 
But ſee the. dami'd co fate, 
Attends on drinking //3ze fo late, 
I drew my Sword on honeh K; We 


VVhich Hammends Wiſs _ _ endure, /! | 


I told her though the look'd demure, 
That ſhe came latly I was ſure,; .  - 
.Erony Bieching 
We broke our Glaſſes out, of hand, 
As many Oaths, we did co 
As Haſtings, Savin, Southerland,.- 
| Or Ogle. 


Then I cry'd FF 
And ſwore gt I pac —_ 


Epiſcopacy, was t00 av" 


And having now HORS I the Houſe, - 


We did reſerve a pentle Souſe, -- -- 
With which-we drank another-Rowſe, 
; Ate 4 Bar, 


” Lo 


And 
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| Andnow good Chriſtians, all attend, 
- | Todrunkennefſs, pray put an.end, 
] doe adviſe you as a ar | 


:; { Who cautious wasin days. ofold, 
- | 15 now become; raſh, ſtuxdy, bold, 
| And free Six, - 


For having ſcap't the Tavers ſo, E835 TO hg 


There never was a greater ,Foe,;.. 


| And Neighbor 
For lo the mortal \ here behold, "7200 NS. 


Encountr'd yet. by Po 5-0. : _ 5 . 7 


Nor Ce/ar.: 
A Cunſtable,both ſtern, and Uread, 


Preferr'd to be the Brainleſs boat. 
Fes DE & 

AGown, had on with Aga 

A Hat too, which as 


Is Sir-name d to this Ek 34a * 


The bulineſs of Authtorityy -- 
Stood bolt upright at ſight of me; ; 
Moſt trye tig;:. 

| The Lowſey Currs, that heither come. 

To keep the Kings peace, fafe athome, 

Yet cannot keep the YVerminfram 
'Their Cutts; 

Stand, ſtand, ſays one, and come before, 

You lye, faid I, like a Sun, of a Where, 

I carrt, nor will not ſtand, that's more 
- De; mutter | 4 


His Staff, which knew as well 23 ag 4 


a @& + 


Who is from Muſtard, Brooms, and T ready _- 


Wg 4g 
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You watchfal Xn4ves, I'fl tell you what, 
Your Officer, i'th' AayoPole-Har, 
1'1 make as drunk as any Kat. -. 

Or Orrer, 
The Conſtable began to fwell/ _ + 
Although he lik'd themorion well, 
Quoth he my Friezas, this1 muſt tell © 

You dearly.” © © 

The Peſtilence yon can't forget, 


Nor th' diſpute with the Darch nor ir - | 


The dreadful Fire, that made us get © 
Up early. 


From which (quoth he )1 this infer, A. 


To havea Bodies Cariſcience clear” © 
Excelleth ary coſtly Eheer, © 
Or Banquet. 
Beſides ( and faith Fthink hewept ) : 
Were it not better yon had kepr,-- 
Within your Chambex, and have flept; | 
In Blanket. | 
But Fl adviſe you by, -and by, 
--A pox of all advice fajd I, 
Your Janizaries look as dry, 
As} wlhan. | 
 Wecamenot. here to talk of Sin, 
--Come- here'sa Shilling fetch it in. 
Our bulineſs now is to begin, 
Afull Can, MES 
At Ilaft I made the VF atch-men drunk, 
Examin'd here, and there, a Punck, 
4nd then away to Bed I-ſlunk, 
| To hide 1 it, 


Now. 
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Now theſe my wiſhes are to you, 
Who will thoſe dangers not Eſchue, 
That ye may all go _ and ſpew, 
As 1 —_— 


*% 


On Rome's Pardon. 


JT Rome can pardon Sins, as Romans hold, 4% 
And if thoſe Pardons, can be bought and ſold, 
It were no Sin, t "adore, and worſhip Golg. 


. If they can purchaſe Pardons with a Sum, 
For Sins they may commit 1n time to come, 
And for Sins paſt," tis verywell for Rome. 


At this rate they are happy'it that have molt; | 
They'll purchaſe Heav's at their own proper colt, 
Alas ! the Poor ! all that are ſo are loſt. 


Whence came this knack, or when did it begin? | 
What-Auchor have they, or who brought it in ? 
Did Chriſt, e're keep a Cſiom-houfe for Sin ? © 


.. | Someſubtle Devil, without more ado, 


Did certainly chis fly invention brew, 
Togullem of their Souls, _ Honey t00. 


© 


rage get 


